


MAGNIFICENT SCHOOL and ADVENTURE
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By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.

Sam Wi!keé‘ Opportunity!

(3] ERE we are!” said Claude Gore-Pearce, in u satishied tone,

There were three dim, overcoated figures standing outside the back door of
the White Harp Inn. near the outskirts of Bellton Village. It was just after half-
past ten, and the inn wuas officially closed. The night was cloudy and chill. with

a shurp, blustering wind coming over from the sea,

The "“sporty © youths of the St. Frank's Remove were on the razzlie. They had had
little difficulty in breaking bounds after lights-out. Gore-Pearce happened to know that
there was something special on at the White Harp this evening—a kind of party, and
there would be one or two card games, billiards. and so forth. Jonas Porlock, the land-
lord, had tipped him the wink that he and his puls would have a good time if they could
manage to slip down for an hour or so, Mr. Porlock had an eve to business: he knew
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“Waldo got me sent to quod, and I'm gm’—;& to be revenged—ihrough his son!”
Thal's what Sam Wilkes, the rascally escaped convict, bas vowed. And this week
be sirihes! Little does Stanley 1Y aldo, the new boy at St. Frank's, realise bis peril!
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that thio cads of Study A were generally good for a pound or two. And their money
was Just as good as anybody else's, ;

“Sufe as houses!” grinned Gulliver, “By gad! I can just do with a little gamble
to-night. We haven’t had a spree for weeks—not a really good one.”

“Wao ought to win a bit of money.” said Bell optimistically.

“Well, anvhow, let's get in,"” suid Core-Pearce.

He rapped on the door, and it was soon opened by Jonas Porlock himself. The land-
lord greeted them warmly, and cscorted them into the comfortable bar parlour.

“Make yourselves at home, yvoung gents,” he said genially, “If there's any drinks
vou require, just say the word. And don't forget that I sell cigarettes.”

Tho three Remove juniors nodded to various men who were already in the room.
Two or three of them were of thie betung fraternity, and the others were tore or less
respectable inhabitants of the neighbourlicod.

It was cosy and warm in that bar parlour, A fire erackled merrily in the grate. Thera
was an air of cheeriness about tlie place which appealed to Core-Pearce and his com-

panions, The haze of tobacco smoke, the chink of mouey. and the ratilo of glasses. From
the billiard-room came the sound of canuoning bulls,  Altogether, cvervthing was first-
class,

“This i3 good,” said Gore-Pearce conifortably.

He sat back on one of the lounges, prepared to spend ten minutes or so looking on,
Later, perhaps, he would join in one of the games, The sheer satisfaction of being in
this place was sufficient for the moment. Gulliver and Bell sat with him, cqually
entertained. ,

There was one man who looked at the three St. Frank's fellows witlh more than
ordinary curiosity. Ile was a smartly-dressed man, but there was something about him
which was somehow repellent., ¥is manner was too easy, his smile too friendlyv. And after
a glance at the three schoolboys he casually turned and made his way through a door into
an adjoining room,

#Seen ’em?” he asked Driefly to the man who occupied this inner roow
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“Yes,” said the other., ‘I thought you'd
come in, Jim,”

Jim Newton nodded.

“Well, you told me to keep my eyes open
for any of these St. Frank’s kids,” he said.
“1 suppose you want me to get busy on that
stunt straight away, Samn?”

“The sooner the better,”
Wilkes grimly,

He had seen the arrival of the three juniors
through the glass top of the communicating
door. 'L'here was a curtain stretched over it,
and Wilkes himself was not visible from the
other side. 1t was rather necessary that this
man should not show himself to the ordinary
patrons of the White Harp.

He was, in fact, an escaped convict. And
although he had grown a moustache and had
altered his appearance in other ways, he con-
sidered it expedient to remalnp in cover.
Porlock had a vague 1dea that Wilkes was
lying low for some reuson, but the landlord
was not a particular man, Theso guests were
paying good moncy for their rooms, and they
were woelcome to stay.

Sam Wilkes was » small, wiry man, and
there was an evil glitter in his eyes as he
stood looking at his companion,

“We've been wailting for some days [or
this chance,” he said i a low voice. *‘Theso
kids may not come again for a week. Now’s
yvour time, Jim! DPorlock suid they would
come sconer or later—and he was right. Get
busy 17

“I hope they'll fall for it,” said Jim,

“They'll fall all right,” replied Wilkes.
“You've got the gilt of the gab, Jim, and
yvou'll put it over good. Don’t forget, though,
that they mustn’t suspect that they’re being
used as tools. Ree? Their part in the affair
has got to be mnocent, We don’t know them
particularly well, and, although they’re in
this place when they ought to be in bed, they
might jib at anything too tricky.”

““Leave 1t to me,” saird Jim Newton.

He returned to the bar parlour, and sat
down on the lounge next to Claude Gore-
Pearce,

“Quite a pleasure to see you young gents
here,” he remarked conversationally. * Don’t
often get off, do you?”

“We haven’t got off now, if it comes to
that,” replied Gore-Pearce. ““The rules are
dotty at St. Frank’s. We're all supposed to
be in bed by about hali-past nine.”

“What a life!” commented Mr. Newton.

“Now and again we break bounds and
have a bit of a spree,” said Gore Pearce.
“On the strict q.t.,, of course, This would
mean the sack for us if we were found out.”

“I hear you've got a young wonder at your
school,” said Newton. “A fellow named
Waldron, or Walton ”

“You mean Waldo,” said Gulliver.

“That’s the chap,” nodded Newton,
“Waldo. Of course! Son of that man who
calls himself a peril expert, isn’t he?”

“Peril expert be hanged!” =aid Gore-
Pearce. ““Waldo's pater was a crook at one
time, Called himself the Wonder Man.”

Saln

replied
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“Bunkum!” said Mr. Newton, with a
[laugh. “You can’t fool me with that stulff,
kid! Why, I've beard that this boy—Waldo’s
son—can do all sorts of marvellous things.”

“So he can!” said Bell, with a grunt, *‘ Ile
can climb walls like a giddy fly—and lift
motor-cars, and goodness only knows what
else!  He's uncanny! Went to the River
IHouse a few days ago and spoofed Brewster
and all that lot. A new kid, mind you!"

*Confounded sauce, if you ask me,’ cdoms-

mented Gore-Pcarce, with a sniff. *“ New
kids ought to be kept in their place.”
M:., Newton was not interested 1in ' thig

aspect of the conversation,

“You don't really believe that he can do
all these wonderful things, do you?” he asked
sceptically,

“Reelug 1s believing,” said Gore-Pearce.

“Have vou ever seen him climb up the
face of a butlding—Ilike a fiy?”

i YES. B .
“Thats a good one!’ chuckled Mr,
Newton. *“When do you think 1 was born—

yesterday "’

“1 tell you we've seen him,” said Gore-
Pearce, rather irritated by the man's scofhing
tone. ‘I don't like Waldo—in tact, 1 hate
the chap—but there’s no getting away from
it that he’s a marvel. He climbed the face
of one of our school buildings like a monkey,
Never saw anything like 1t 1"

“Any active schoolboy can c¢limb an ivy-
covered wall 3 | '

“lvy-covered be hanged!” interrupted
Gore-Pearce. “There was no ivy on thi
wall.”

“It’s no good, young man—you can't fool
me like that,” said Mr. Newton, shaking his
head and smiling with aggravating
scepticism.  ““Oh, no! 1'm ready to believe
that this kid is a bit of an acrobat, but I'll
never believe that he’'s a magician. Ordinary
human beings can’t climb bare walls.”

“Are you calling me a liar?” demanded
Gore-Pearce, with some show of heat. ‘'l
tell you I saw this fellow climbing the .wall,
It’s not a bare wall, either.”

“1 knew there was a catch in it,” sald
Newton, with another of those chuckles.

“There are niches and crevices, of course,”
sald Gore-Pearce, “But you or I couldn’t

| a3

¢limb it—or any other fellow in the school.

Mr. Newton looked thoughtful.

“There's a queer old building along the
lane which leads to Edgemore,” he said, lean-
ing back and closing his eyes. “‘I've scen 1%
often. A sort of ruin, just back from the
road. There's a high tower—"

“I'bat’s lidgemore Priory,” said Bell.

“Is 1t?” asked Mr. Newton, *‘‘Well, any-
way, that tower is fairly high—higher than
most buildings, And there’s no ivy on it,
Nothing but bare walls. I'd like to see your
wonder schoolboy climbing that tower.”

“He could climb it all right,” said Core-
Pearco promptly. “I've seen the tower lots
of times. Plenty of nooks and crannies all
up the face of it. What do you say, you

chaps?”
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“Rather!"” said Gulliver. “After the wav
Waldo clitubed one of our buildings, he could
casily manage that.”

. ““He could do it on his head,” said Bell.
laughed

Mr., Newton
than cever,

“I'm not one of these country vokels, vou
know,'" he said amusedly.
1f you tell me that this Waldo fellow could

climb that tower
—why, I just

won't believo
it'l" .
' Claude Gore-
Poarce swal-
lowed the bait
whole,

“Are vou

ready to bet on
it?" he asked,
with a sudden
eagror light in
his eyes.

“Beg?” re-
peated Mr. New-
ton. “Why, yves,
of course.”

‘ “How much?”

* Anything you
like, kid!” the
man said con-
temptuously. “I
have seen that
tower, and I
know thundering
well that there's
o human being
alive who can
climb the face
of it — without
ropes.”

“I'll bet wyou
five quid that
Waldo can climb
it with his bare
hands—and with
only a pair of
rubber - soled
shioes  on  his
feet,” said Gore-
Pearce,

Mr. Newton
chuckled.

“Don't wvou
believe 1t,” he
said indiffer-
ently.

“1 tell you I'll
bet a fiver—"
“Do vou mean
it?"  interrupted
the  man, a3

though with sudden interest., “Is this on

the level ¥7

“Of course it is.”
your

“Where's
cautiously.

(ore-Pearce
Treasvry notes,
sparvkled,

money ?”

produced fite
and Mr,

“WWell,
like a sportsman !
SCrIous,
quid.”

young ’un,

more boilsterously

“Nol me! And | plained with a grin.

WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S.

% s it

s

o

SIR LANCELOT MONTGOMERY
TREGELLIS-WEST.

Shares Study C in the Ancient House with
Nipper and Tommy Walson. One of ithe
wealthy fellows 1n the Remove. Always
cheerful ; always scrupulously attired. An
excellent all-round sporisman.

terms with Waldo.
{ manage it,
cautiously.
asked Newton

pounds in

Newton's eyes | o8-

that’s fine!” he said.

“I always

I didn’t thank wou were

cover that fve

He produced five pounds of his own, and
beckoned over Mr. Porlock, _
“Just a little bet we're Laving,’

lie ex-

“We want yvou to be
the stakeholder, guv'nor.”

“YWhat's the
bet ¥ asked the
landlord, a3 he

pocketed t h e
woney,
“Never mind

what the bet
15,  said  Nr.
Newton. “We'll
say nothing
about it untul
one of us has
won the money.”

The landlord
went back to tho
bar, and Mr.
Newton rubbed
his  hands {o-
gether,

1 can do with
that extra fiver,”

h e  remarked
genially,
“You'll never

get  1t,” grinned
(:orec - Pearce.
“I've bet on a
cert.—=b u t I

warned you, £o
I shan't jib at
taking your

money,”

“No*” grinnedl
Mr. Newton,
“All ' T hope 1is
that the kid
doesn't break his
neck in trying
to climb that old
tower. By the
way, how are you
going to get him
to do it?” Le
added casually.

Gore - Pearce
frowned.

“H * m! i
might have a bit
of trouble over
that,”” he ad-

mitted. *“I " m
not on part-
calarly friendly

Still, I dare sav I can
The thing'il have to bo done
Leave it to me.”

“J shall want to be there when the voung-
ster tries to climb the tower,” said Mr., New-
““None of your tricks, mind1”

“Oh, you can bg there,” said Gore-Pearce.
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“There’d be nothing in the bet unless you
saw the thing done with your own eyes.”
“When will you fix it—to-morrow?”
“Better say Friday,” replied Gore-Pearce,
“That’s the day after to-morrow, isn’t it?"”
“] believe so, secing that it’s Wednes-
day evening,” smiled Mr. Newton,

“All right, then—Friday,” said Gore-
Pear'*ce. “Some time during the afternoon
;]

“Can’t manage it!"”
ton. “I shall be away on business during
the afternoon. About seven o'clock 1n the
cvening will suit me better.”

“That’ll do all right, then,”
Pearce. “It'il still lm dayhght and per-
haps seven o’clock will be better, anyhow,
We'll fix it for seven o'clock, I‘l]dﬂ}' even-
ing, then. Wiil you be there 1"

“TlIl be there,” promised Mr.
with a chuckle.

He maintained his attitude of scepticism,
and Gore-Pearce & Co. were rather irritated.

“It’s a cert.,, yvou chaps,” said Claude,
after Mr. Newton had wandered away.
“Those five quids are mine already.”

“Are they?"” asked Bell, “How are you
going to get Waldo to do the thing? Tie's
not one of our pals, you know—and he won’t
do any favours for us,

; “That's what I was thm]-[mg, said Gul-
iver,

Gore-Pearce lit a cigarette, and was silent
for a spell.

“I shall have to do it by degrees,” he said
at length. ‘““No good asking the chap to
oblige me by giving an exhibition. He just
wouldn’t do 1it. It's no good telling him that
I’ve got a bet on, either. I shall have to
wangle it spmichow. But there's five quid
at the end of it, and it’s worth a bit of
trouble.”

“I don’t think yow’ll be able to work it,”
said Gulliver,

“Won’t 177 retorted Gore-Pearce. ““ Wait
and sec! Quite apart frmn the money, 1
want to make this man sing small.  He
practically called me a !mr—:m{l I’'m going
to make him apologise.”

And Gore-Pearce’s cunning mind got to
work on planning out the details,

said Gore-

Newton,

CHAPTER 2,
The Cunning of Claudel

LAUDE GORE-PEARCE was a

‘ snob, and he was a bit of a rascal,

but with all his noisy talk he was

not particularly elever. Never for

a moment did he suspect that there might

be something behind this apparently inno-

cent wager. It did not occur to him that

the whole thing might be a means to an
end,

The next morning he had deeided on
his course of action. Ile was up ecarly,
in spite of the fact that he had been
very late in  getting to bed., He and

his chums had had no difficulty in slipping

interrupted Mr. New- y

back into the Ancient House, aftar they had
returned from the White Hn.rp ‘

Gore-Pearce knew well enough that Stan-
ley Waldo, of the Remove, would never
arree 1o climb the Priory wall as a favour,
]mh*m_ he would probably suspect a bet as
soon as Gore-Pearce mooted the subject; and
then, of course, he would have nothing to
do with it.

The first thing to do, and the most impor-
tant, was to gain Waldo’s confidence. It was
rather unfortunate that Gore-Pearce should
have openly displayed his antagonism to-
wards the new boy. Tlowever. this was a
matter which could be overcome.

“Well, what’s the programme?” asked
Gulliver, as tha leader of Study A strolled
out into the Triangle. “How are yvou going
to start the thing? Why not go up te Waldo
and challenge him P

“Tdiot!” interrupted Gore-Pearee, “‘That
would be worse than useless. Look here,
you fellows—you leave this thing to me,
Whatever I do, yvou back me up, under-
stand ? We've got until to-morrow even-
ing, and so we can take things casily.”

“Oh, all right—go ahead,” said Gulliver.

“We're off to the playing ficlds now,” said
Gore-Pearce.

“The playing fields?”

“Little Side.”

“What on carth for?”

“Waldo is there, I understand,” said Gore-
Pearce coolly.

They strolled along to the inner end of
the Triangle, and then continued along the
secluded space between the wing of the
Ancient House and the Junior wing of the
School House, They arrived at the gate
in the wall, crossed over the little private
road, and Little Side was in front of them.

There was plenty of activity on the Juniox
ground. Nipper and Handforth and Travers

and a number of other Removites were in
football kit, and they were putting in some
practice. Handforth, in goal, was stop-
ping first-time shots with all his customary
fire and cnergy

“Come on!” he was bellowing.
the matter with you chaps? Put some zip
into it! T came here for practice! Send
m some rea lly hot pile-drivers!”

“Anything to oblige,” said Nipper.

He ran forward with the leather at his
feet, and just as he erossed the penalty-lino
he let fly with his right foot—a low, deadly
drive. Handfoith hurled himself sideways,
met the ball with his clenched fists, and sent
it rebounding into play again.

“0Oh, well saved!”
“Good man, Handy !”
“That was a beauty!”

Handforth grinned.

“What’s

“I'm feeling in form this morning,” he
said genially., “There’s no game hke foot-
ball— }Hallo!  What the—-—  What the

dickens are those rotters doing on the field?”
He was staring at Gore-Pearce & Co., who

| were standing just on the edge of the touch-
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lice, near by, watching with appareat in-
terest.

“Leave 'em alone, Handy,” said Church.
-“It 1sn't often they come to Little Side to
watch the practice. In fact, I've never seen
’em here belore.”

““There's something funny about it,” said
Handforth, frowning. "Tﬁﬁse cads don’t
care twopence about football. What are
they doing here? I'll bet they're up to mis-
chief (" -

Gore-Pearce, who heard the words—for
Handforth made no attempt to lower his
voice—felt slightly perturbed., Handforth
had hit a bull's-eye |

“Let's get on!” said Nipper briskly., “How
about you, Waldo? Take a shot, and see if
you can beat Handy.”
&Hémdfﬂrth forgot all about GCore-Pearce

0,

“That new kid?"
“Come on! Try it!”

Stanley Waldo chuckled.

he said scornfully.

There was no-

thing in his appearance to suggest that he-

was something of a phenomenon.  His
shoulders were broad—but no broader than
Nipper's—and he was altogether a well-set-
up junior, His face was frank and pleasant,
and his grin was particularly attractive.
“I'm afraid I shan’t be much good at
football,” he remarked. " Not in the ficld,
anyhow, I might bo all right in goal—"
“0Oh, might you?” interrupted Handforth.
“Well, my son, I'm goalie, -
and you needn’t think you're

- interesting game—and this term I mean to
follow it pretty closely.”

“So that you ecan make bets
matches?"” asked Handforth tartly.

“There’'s no need to be unpleasant about
it," said Gore-Pearce. "1 think that this
ncw chap, Waldo, 1s a marvel. That shot
of his was a beauty.”

“It was rather too much of a beauty,”
chuckled Nipper as he ran up to Waldo.
“You'll have to go easy, old man—or we
shan't have any nets left.”

“Wo need some new nets, anyhow,” said
Reggie Pitt, of the West House. ** We shall
have to make a whip round for some more
footer funds.”

“That’s a good wheeze,”” murmured CGore-
Pearce, as though to himself. *“JIooter
funds! I shall have to remember that!"

Waldo certainly revealed great promise on
the football field. If anything, he was too
encrgetic. His uncanny strength was discon-
certing. It rather spoilt his game, for when
he intended a comparatively {ight kick he
really gave a foreible one. As a result,
many of his passes went well past their
objective.

“DBuat you'll be a first-class man soon,” said
Nipper with satisfaction. “ You're doing
fine, Waldo 1"

“Thanks |” said the new boy, {lushing with
pleasure,

“One of the best players on the field.” de-

on the

]

[ 5]

clared Gore-Pearce, who was standing by,

going to play in this
position !” _ .
“Ieop vour hair on!”

said Waldo. “I know I'm
only a new kid, and I don't

expect to get into the team

this term—or next term, "3
either.”
“You'll never get into the

e -
I I i
L
-
d 3 e L 4
Il
-
®

team—as goalie—while I'm

by 1- ’
here!” declared IHandforth

I [T
JASI=ESSE
firmly.

Waldo took a short run at the ball, and
when he kicked, it seemed that there was
no power 1n his effort. Yet the leather not
only eluded Handforth's fingers, but it shot
into the mouth of the goal like a cannon-ball.
What was more, it continued straight
through the net, smashing the meshes as
though they had been made of cotton!

“"Well, I'm jiggered!” ejaculated Hand-
forth, spinning round.

“You never even saw it, Handy,”
Church. “My hat, what a kick !”

“Bravo, Waldo !"”

“A dashed fine shot!” said Core-Pearce
approvingly. “Well done, Waldo! By
gad, that was fine!”

“Oh, was 1t ? ’ roared Handforth. “ You're
only praising Waldo so that vou can get in
a jab at me!” '

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nothing of the sort, Handy,” said Gore-
‘Pm:.tr-:*q, in a surprisingly good-natured voice.
“I'm beginning to find that football is an

said

“In my opinion, Nipper, you ought to give
Waldo a place straight away.”

“Thanks for the advice—but I think T
know what I'm doing,”” said Nipper
smilingly.

“Well, you've got a good man there—
best man I've seen for terms,” said Gore-
Pearce, as he turned away. *If you don’t
play him pretty soon you'll be sorry.”

i ELL, that’ll do for a beginning,”
salid Gore-Pearce complacently, as
he and his chums strolled across
the Triangle,

“I'm hanged if I can see what you're play-
ing at!” protested Gulliver,

"You'll sce before long,” promised Gore-
P’earce.

During the “break’™ in the morning
lessons, Gore-Pearce provided the Remove
with another surprise. A good many fellows
were in the School Shop, indulging in a bun

or a doughnut. The leader of Study A came
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in with his _t'ﬂ‘t} chums, and he lounged “'_GDU{]I]EEE knows!"’

El‘-‘f{‘}f,ﬂ'l.’r’ ugmnai. the counter. ; “Do you meuan this, Gore-Pearce?”’ asked
“Ginger beers, Mrs. Hake,” he said | Nipper, hesitating.

pleasantly. “We'll have some of those SO soviese I moan P

RLH

special beef-pies of yours, too.
He looked round the crowded shop.
“Anybody clse care for a ginger-beer?”
he asked.
Reggie Pitt nearly .choked as he took a
bite out of a doughnut.

“Am I dreaming?”’ he gurgled. " Did
Gore-Pearce ask us to have a drink with

him "
“I'mi not sure,” said Castleton, making a

pretence ol cleaning his car,
“Don’t rot, you fellows,”

“Come on! Ginger- beers all round,

siid Gore-Pearce.
if you

like. It's a thirsty morning for this time
of the year, Go ahead, Mus, lluk-.:m—survc
them ! lhe drinks are on me.”

“Very well, Master Gore-Pearce,”’ said

Mrs. Ilake, beaming

But even she was astonished. Not once
singe his arrival at St. Frank’s had Gore-
Pearce stood treat to the erowd. There was
no doubt about it now, however. IHis money
was good and there was a rush for ginger-
beers. The juniors began 1o feel that
Claude Gore-Pearce was quite a decent sort
of fellow after 21l

“You ought to keep up
Waldo,” said Gore-Pearce, as he strolled
over to a table where Stanley Waldo was
sitting 1mth I'ullwood and Russell, his study-

your football,

mates, “You were marve ellous  this
morning.”
sheese 1t,” said Waldo.,  **'What's the

idea, Gore-Pearce? Do you want to borrow
something "

“Can't I be pleasant without you making

sarcastic remarks?’’ said Gore-Pearce, rather
testily.
“It's so unusual, you know,” murmured
¥

Ifullwood.

“I think the Remove ought to be pleased
to have this new chap,” continued Gore-
Pearce, nodding towards Waldo. * Look at
the way he spoofed the River llouse chaps
the other day. Best jape we've had for
terms."

“That's true,”” admiited Russell, *“ Hal
Brewster and his chums were spoofed to the
eyes,

“Bell’s ringing,
at the doorway.

“Oh, just a minute!” said Gore-Pearce,

“I want you, Nipper, old man.”

Nipper came in.

“T'd like you to take this, if you don’t
mind,” continued Gore - Pearce, handing
Nipper a ten-shilling note.

“What for?"’ asked the Junior skipper, in
surprise.  “You don't owe me any money,
Gore-Pearce.”

“"No; but I understand that the footer
funds are rather low
everybody's amazement.
to make a little sub.,”

“Great Scott”

“What's come over him?"

sald Nipper, looking in

“I thought I'd like

," said Gore-Pearce, to |

“You really want me to accept this ten
bob as a sub to the feoter funds?”

“"Why make such a fuss about 1t?" asked
(Fore-Pearce, with a laugh. " Come along—
let’s get ivto the elass-room.  Old Crowell
witl be tearing his hair.”

IPPER was looking thoughtful as he
N strolled back to the School House
with Handforth and wWa do and a

few others.

“\What's nis game, 1 wonder?’ usked
Nipper slowly.
“Something crooked, I'll bet!”™ declared

Handforth with a snort. **Subscribing to the
footer fund, eh? Standing ginger-beer all
round ! L’:.mumg Waldo's football! There's
something fishy about all this!”

“Well. it certainly seenms a bit queer,” said
Stanley Waldo. *“Of course, I doit’t know
Gore-Peace as well as you fellows—but 1
had gained the iIti[)l‘UE.‘SiUH that he 1is very
much of a rotter.

* A good nnpression, tﬂﬁ siind Handiorth.
“Hu is a rotter. He can’t kid me! Leopards
can’t change their spots! And Gore-Pearce
1s as spotted as a plum-dutf !”

“Then he can’t be very nputtcd—-*if you
take our plam-duffs as an exa vmple ! said

Nipper, with a chuckle. *“The oncs they
serve in the Ancient lHouse are more duff
than plum!”

“Don’t quibble V"’ satd Handforth

severely., 1 think we cugbt to grab Gore-
Pearce and ask him what his game 18"

“*No, we can't Jdo that,”” =aid Nipper.
“After all, the fellow may be a bit different
this term. Give him a chance.”

“Do you think he's different ?”
Edward Oswald.

“Well, no. I think he's up to something.’

“So do I,” said Handforth. **We'd better
be on the Uoh-uut. you chaps! When Gore
Pearce makes himself plu:lmlnf there’s somec-
thing squiffy m the wind, He'll need
watching.”

However, Gore-Fearce continued to remain
amiable throughout the day. The difference
in hun was not greatly marked—but 1t was
a dilfference, nevertheless. His snobbishness
wias toned down; he was pleasant te every-
body; and he was particularly pleasant to
Stanley Waldo.

“You're tuking your time over this busi-
ness, aren’t you? asked Gulliver, during
tea in Study A

"It's & wonder you didn’t ask Waldo to
have tea with us,” put in Bell,

“1 did—but he had already fixed up with
those silly fools in Study D,” replied Gore-
Pearce with a frown. "By gad, I shall be
glad when this affair is over!”’

“Bit of an offort to keep up this pleasant-
ness, eh*” grinned Bell.

- {'Jh ,hut up !”’

“And it's costing you some money, tco,”

demanded
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The sight’ ol Claude Gore-Pearce playinz a game of chess with Stanley Waldo caused much com-

ment in the Common-room.

And, extraordinarily enough, Claude was obviously enjoying himself.
Handforth came over and looked at the Study A leader keenly.

Had Gore-Pearce really reformed

-—0r was he playing some deep game of his own ?

said Gulliver. “Ten bob to the footer fund,
and ginger-heers all round e

“I haven't spent a quid yet,” interrupted
Core-Pearce.  “If I win that bet—and I
sball win it—I'll be a clear four quid in
rocket, It's worth spending the money.”

“A sprat to ecatch a mackerel,” nodded
Culliver.

“Exactly." said Gore-Pearce, as he helped
h:mself to the meat paste,

1

CHAPTER 3.
Success !
HESS 9 said Waldo., “I'm afraid

6;
‘ I'm not much good ¢t the game.”
“Well, never mind—let's have a
bit of sport,” said Gore-Pearce
goniallv, ““As a matter of fact, I haven't
plaszed chess for terms. I expect you'll beat
me. "’

They were in the junior Common-room, in
the Ancient House; and a number of other
feliows were looking on in astonishment.
Here was Claude Gore-Pearce suggesting a
gime of chess with somebody! Hitherto, he
had always turned up his nose at that
fascinating game,

“ Beats me hollow!"” said Handforth flatly,

Within five minutes Gore-Pearce and
Waldo were sitting on opposite sides of one
of the little tables, and a chess-board was
spread in front of them., Gore-Pearce cer-
tainly did it very well. He did not care two
sirnws about chess—although, fortunately, he
knew the moves of the game. MHe wus bored

J

«tiff, but he acted his part so well that
he looked really interested. Waldo, on the
cther hand, was quite keen on chess, and
he® was socon absorbed.

*“Well, well!” said Vivian Travers, as ho
strolled across to the table. ‘““What have
we here?  Congratters, Gore-Pearce, dear
old fellow.”

“What for?” demanded Gore-Pearce, look-
g up.

“Ifor inducing Waldo into the game,” said
Travers. ‘“How much is the side bet?”

“Don’t be a fooll” snapped Gore-Pearce,
with something of his old manner. *“There's
1.0 bet on this game."” _

“Not a penny,” said Waldo, smiling.

“Not with you, of course,” agreed Travers.
“But if Gore-Pearce hasn't got a bet on

| with one of his pals, I shall be surprised.”

“Can’t you leave us alone?” asked Claude
testily.

“Talking about bets, how about a little
lutter with mef?” asked Travers, glanciug
round. “Who'll take it on? A level ten
Lob that Waldo wins? Don't all shout ut

once."”

“We'll biff you out of this Common-room
if you start betting here, you rotter!” said
ITandforth indignantly.

‘“Cheese it, Handy—he's only kidding!”
grinned Church, “Don’t you know Travers
ky this timef”

“He's only kidding because we all re-
fuse,” rectorted Handforth. *If one of us
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pulled out ten bob and laid it on the table,
Travers would cover it in no time.”

“You never know,” said Travers.
it and see.”

Nobedy tried it. And during the next
icur there were all sorts of visitors to the
tsble where Gore-Pearce and Waldo were
Fiuying’ their game, Nipper eame aceross and
voked on for a while—and he was impressed
by the fact that Gore-Pearce was really play-
mg with concentrated attention. Perhaps
thiere was something in this, after all. Per-
Laps Claude was reforming slightly—very
shghtly, At any rate, Nipper hoped so.

L1 Try

himsclf engrossed in that game. He

had started 1t languidly enough, his

only object being to ingratiate himself
rmore soundly with Waldo, so that his task
en the morrow wounld be all the casier.

But now that he was right in the middle
nf the game, he was discovering that chess
was extraordinarily fascinating. It was
ridiculous, of course—and he told himself,
trme after time, that he was a fool to take
erjoyment in this rot, Yet, in spite of this,
he exerted his wits to the utmost in order
to beat his opponent.

But after a further half hour Waldo s:at
v ¢k 1n his chair, smiling.

“T'm afraid that's checkmate,” he
contly,

“Rot ! said Gore-Pearce, gazing intently
at the Dboard. “Checkinate be hanged!
There’s a move I can make with my Quecen’s
bishop——"

“I took your quecen’s bishop five minutes
epo,. murmured Waldo.

“By gad! So you did,” said Gore-Pearce.
“Well, if I move this roock—no, that
wouldn't do, because I should still be in
check,
ret me.”

Handforth came over, and took a look,

“Of course he hasn't got you,” he said
promptly, ““Why can’t you move your Fidrly
king to the next square, straight along?
His queen can’t have you in check then.”

“But his insignificant lhittle pawn can,”
said Nipper.

S’.I'HANCF}LY cnough, Gore-Pearce found

said

“By George! I didn't spot the pawn!” said
Handforth. “Yes, it’s checkmate right
erough, Good for you, Waldo! I knew

vow’d whack him.”
Claude Gore-Pearce pushed back his chair.
“Well, thanks for the game, old man,”
he said, smiling genially at Waldo. “We
shall have to have another some time. A
thundering good game—and you beat e
handsomely.”

It had been surprising enough for Gore-
Pearce to be playing a game of chess; it was
doubly surprising for hhim to take his defeat
in a sporting spirit. He strolled across to
the fireplace, produced a packet of chocolate
frem his pocket, and passed it round amonygst
tlLcze immediately near him,
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“This 1s too good to be true,” murmured
Nipper, as he watched.

““Are you giving this chocolate away, Gore-
I'earce 7’ asked Jimmy Potts, as he ‘was
offered a chunk,

“Of course.”

“What's the matter
Jimmy, staring at it,

Claude grinned.

“Nothing,” he replied good humouredly.
“It's some of Mrs. Hake's bhest.” |

And later on, when the Remove went to
bed, somebody casually dropped a banana
ckin in front of Claude and he went flying
along the upper corridor, to strike the floor
with a tremendous bump.

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“Somebody threw that banana skin down
ou purposc!” roared Gore-Pearce, glaring
rcund.

“Of course,” said Travers. ‘“You surely
cdidn't think that it was knocked on the floor
by accident, did you?”

Gore-Pearce pulled himself together
an effort, and rose to his feet,

““I shall be sore for a week,” he said,
tiying to grin pleasantly, “Who's the chap
who dropped that banana skin so that I
should fall on 161"

“Guilty, my lord,” said Harry Gresham,
of Study J.

“All right, vou bounder, wait unti] to-
riorrow !’ chuckled Gore-Pearce. ““I'll have
wy own back for that!”

He was still laughing heartily when bhe
went into his own dormitory, and every-
becdy was struck by his good temper. They
might not have been so struck if they had
ceen him when he had closed the dormitory
deoor.  Gulliver and Bell were the only
fe!lows with him now.

“The fools!” he snarled, rubbing himself.
“They think they're clever, don’t they?
Thank goodness this rot -won’t lasi much
longer !

“It’s an awful effort to keep good tem-
pered, isn’'t it?” asked Bell sympathetically.

“Any wise cracks from you, and I'll smash
vcu!” snapped Claude.

“Wise eracks 77 said Bell, staring.

with 1t7"” asked

with

“That's the worst of going to thesec
talkies,” grinned Gulliver. “They’'re full of
slang.”

“By gad! I felt like smashing Gresham
jst now!” growled Claude. “I suppose he
thought it was funny to make me sit on that
banana skin! Wait until to-morrow evening
—until after I’ve won my bet with that
feliow, Newton! I'll get my own back on
Ciresham !” he added viciously.

“You sound more like yourself now,” said
Culliver,

“1 den’'t want any rot from gou chaps!”
shouted Gore-Pearce, glaring at them. “I’'ve
stood enough from the others!”

“Better go easy, they'll hear you,”” said
Bell. “Not that Gully and I care, of course.
But tha others are suspicious, anyhow.”

Gore-Pearce breathed hard,
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“Yes; perhaps youw're right,"” he mut-
tered. “I'm fed to the teeth with this erlly
affair, and I wish I hadn’t started 1c; but
I’ve zot to go through with it now or I shall
lose my five quid.”

He undressed sullenly. He was uncasy
when he thought of the morrow, An-
other day of pretence, such as this one, was
not pleasant to contemplate.

OWEVER, Gore-Pearce got through
H it all right. He found that things
were much easier. A few of the
juniors believed that he had taken
a turn for the better. The rest didn’t seem
to care much one way or the other. There
were more important things to think about
than Clande Gore-Pearce.
Immediately after tea, the cads of Study
A  shadowed Waldo
ciosely. They did not
want him to get out
of their sight. He
spent an our o
Little Side, and he
revealed great promise
az a footballer.

Gore-Pearce was be-
ginning to fear Waldo
would remain on the
playing fields wuntil
after seven o’clock,
and (that wouldn’t do
at all. The appoint-
ment was for seven,
and Gore-Pearce was
determined that
Waldo should be at
Fdgemore Priory at
the fixed time,

Just before hall-
past-six, Waldo went
indoors with a number
of other fellows and
changed. When he
came down he found
Ciore-Pearce & Co. in
the lobby, which, as
it ‘happened, they had
to themselves,

“Well, I’ve changed my opinion about the
man,” Gore-Pearce was saying, as though
he did not know that Waldo was coming
down the stairs. ‘““And I'll guarantee that
ho could do that climb with ease.”

“Rubbish!” said Gulliver.  “Climb the
Fdgemore Priory tower? Don’t be an ass!”

B“H’fes. draw 1t mild, Gore-Pearce!" said
“If it wasn’t troubling the fellow, I'd

ask him to go along to the Priory with us——
Oh, hallo!” said Gore-Pearce, glancing up,
“Funny thing, Waldo—we were just talking
about you,”

“I hope you were saying something com-
plimentary,” smiled Stanley Waldo.
Peing a comparatively new fellow, he did

!‘-:J'J lcquw a great deal about Clande Gore-
Pearce’s character, He had certainly gained

—arresled on
o, charge of robbery!

tion it causes at Si. Frank’s—and
what startling advenlures arc o
befall Waldo and hbis chums of
St. Frank’s as a result !

Look oul for this absorbing yarn
nextweek, If's enlitled :

“THE ARRESTED SCHOOLBOY!””
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the unpression that Gore-Pearce was a rotter;
but perhaps that first impression had been
wrong. '

At all events, Waldo wazs now feeling on
much more friendly terms with the cad of
Studv A, He was inclined to think that
the rest of the juniors were prejudiced. As
far as he could see, Claude was quite all

vight, It was true that he—Waldo—had
thrown Gore-Pearce into the fountain

pool on his first day at St. Frank's, but Gore-
Pearce had apparently forgotten that littlo
incident, and he was bearing no animosity.

“We were talking about your climbing
abilities,” explained Gore-Pearce, linking his
arm into Waldo's, and edging him towards
the door. “J don’t know il you have ever
been to Ildgemore Priory ?”

“Never seen the place.”

“Well, it’s a sort of
ruin—mainly a tower
IN THE —about a mile away,"

explained Gore-
Pearce. *“'I was tell-
ing these chaps that
vou could elimb the
wall of that tower as
easily as you climbed

M. to the top of the
Modern }Pﬂusa the

' THE LAW!  oter dor.”
E “It all depends

upon the wall,” said
Waldo, with a smile.
“I'm not a fly, you
know, and if there
aren’t any crevices or
cracks I can't climb
it. I've got to hauw
on somewhere.”

““Of course he has!”
said Gulliver, “And
I know jolly well that
he couldn’t elimb that
tower!”

“I say he could!”
insisted Gore-Pearce.

“Well, 1 agree with
Gulliver,” put in Bell.
“The thing is abso-
lutely impossible. And
if Waldo even attempted it, he would be
dotty ! Why, if he slipped, he would half-kill
humself!”

“Any other echap might—but not Waldo,"
sald Claude, shaking his head. ““He's too
sure of himself, Waldo takes after his
father—he hasn’t any nerves, and he's aa
cool as ice. I'd bank on him for a climb
like that."”

Gulliver sniffed.

“Well, I don't want to offend the chap,
but I know thundering well that he couldn't
do it,” he declared. “It's idiotic. There
1sn't & human being who could do it.”

“Waldo could do it, I tell you!” shouted
(Giore-Pearce, becoming angry. “You're a
pair of obstinate idiots ’

““Here, steady on,” grinned Waldo. “ Why
all this argument? I've got nothing to do
for half an hour, so why shouldn't we go

Stanley Waldo
a

What a sensa-
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along to this tower and have a look at 1t?”

“(Gad! That's not 1 bad idea!” said Gore-
Pearce, as though surprised. ‘“But I
wouldn’t let you do it, Waldo!” he added
nuickly. ““Hang it, this is only a little argu-
ment, and there’s no need——"

“1'll have a look at this tower and sece if
Il can climb it—and then we'll settle the
argument one way or the other,” said Waldo
good-naturedly.

“Well, if you really think—-—

“Come on,” said the new fellow.

LAUDE GORE-PEARCE gloated in-
' wardly.

He had gained his object—and

Stanley Waldo was not even remotely

cuspietous  of  the real truth, The new
boy believed that he had come upon
the Study A trio quite by chance. And
when he had aetually offered to a.i:i,ﬂ»mptI

the climb, Gore-Pearce could have yelled
with triumph, Clande had intended to put
the thing to Waldo as tactfully as possible,
but now there was no need. Waldo had
fallen into the trap so neatly that everything
was all mght., Truth to tell., Waldo was
enly too keen on attempting something diffi-
cult. A elimb of this sort—one that Gul-
iver and Bell drecelared to be impossible—
promised to be interesting. And it would
be rather good to show them that they were
WIrong, Waldo felt. subcenzeionsly, that he
had been challenged.

“Well., 1 must say this is jolly decent of
vou, Walde,” said Gore-Pearce pleasantly, as
they walked along the lane. *“‘I shan’t let
you make the climb unlesa you decide that
1It’s quite safe, yvou know.”

“Lel’s wait until we get there,”
Waldo.

Gare-Pearce was glad enough that he and
2is companions had been able to get away
from St. Frank’s without any of the other
fellows spoiting <hem. By great good for-
tune, the Triangle had been almost de-
sorted when they passed out through the
open gateway,

“There's the toweri” said Gora-Pearce,
after a while.

They had passed the Moor View School,
and were now In a very quiet part of the
lane. Edgemore Castle lay to the right,
across a wide stretch of parkland. A little
way farther on a stone tower jutted out
above the tops of the trees, and Waldo 1n-
speeted it with interest,

“Looks fairly promising,” he remarked.

“Wait until you see it.,” said Gulliver,.
“¥You'll be an idiot if yon try to climb it.”

“Oh, will he?" said (lore-Pearce, who
did not want Gulliver to overdo the thing.
“I say he ecan climb it—and easily, too.”

“Well, don’t get excited,” grinned Waldo.
“We’'ll soon see.”

“These chaps make me tired,” growled
Gore-Pearce. “I've got plenty of faith in
you, even if they haven’t.”

When they turned a bend in the lane, they
saw a small two-zeater car drawn up on to

said
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the grass border. A man was bending over
the engine, the bonnet llap being up.

Mr. Newton was walting, and, while
waiting, he thought he would mvestigate
a little scraping noise that had been coming
from the engine. Gore-Pearce was glad to
see the man In this attitude; for it looked as
though he had stopped there because of some
mechanical  trouble.  Gore-Pearee did not
want Waldo to suspect that Mr. Newton Vas
in any way concerned in the elimb. ¥

The man glanced round as the schoolboys
came up, and did not fail te notice the
violent wink which Claude gave him. Waldo
saw nothing of it because Gulliver was 1n
between,

“Why, hallo, Mr. Newton!”
Pcarce in a tone of surprise.
wrong? Trouble?”

“Just a little,” said
rememberimg that wink,

“Anything we can dot” asked Waldo.

““No, I don’t think so,” said the man.
“It’s nothing much-—nothing to stop me,
anyhow.,”

“How would you like to sce this friend
of ours climb the old Priory tower?” asked
Gore-Pearce. “Ile’s a bit of a marvel, and
I believe that he can do the climb fairly
casily, These other two chaps say that it’s
impossible,”

“Well, I should say the same.,” said Mr.
Newton, glancing at the tower.

“Supposing vou come along with us, and
watch 1t7” asked Claude.

AMr. Newton could see that Gore-Pearce
did not want Waldo to know that there had
been any bet—or that he, Newton, was hero
by appointment. He was quite satishied.
This way would do just as well as the other.

“Go ahead,” he said with a smile. “If
there’s a free show on, I'll take one of the
front seats.”

said Gora-
“What's

Newton cautiously,

CHAPTER 4.
The Climb!

R. NEWTON shook his head dubi-
M ously as they stood on a rising piece
of ground, overlooking the ruined

priory.

“I think vour friends are right, veung
man,” he said, looking at Goré-Pearce. " No-
body can climb the face of that tower.”

“Waldo can!” retorted Gore-Pearce, think-
ing Ef those two fivers in Mr, Porlock’s keep-
ing.

“Waldo?” said Mr. Newton.
voung fellow’s name?”

(1] 'S:I"Es.li

*“Is that this

“T seem to have heard it before, scine-
where.” -
“T expect you're thinking of Waldo's

pater,” said Gore-Pearce. "He's the Peril

Expert, you know.”

“Why, yes, of course,” said Mr. Newton,
nodding. ‘“That’s it! By thunder! Is this
voungster anything like his father? 1If :o,

(Continucd on page 14.)
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OT I sez is this

’ere: Being page-

boy at a big
school like St. Frank's
ain't all jam and honey,
ue the saying goes. Work,
and pleaty of it, is my lot
in this ’ard world. Still,
I'm one of those philo-
sopher blokes. I supposze
I'm lucky to ’ave a job at all in these ’ard
days, I says to meself.

It's not the actual work so.much that gets
up my nose. Admitted I'm not allowed to
have a mike as often as I'd like to, for that
there Mrs. Poulter, the Ancient House
matron, 1s a real terror. If she does cop you
—my word, you ought to see the length of
her giddy tongue! No, what I objects to 1=
having fellows like Master Gore-Pearce and
others coming to me and fair worrying me
with things that don't come under my ju-ju—

stories.

what's tho giddy word ?—jurisdiction.  Yes,
I think that's the right word.
Why, only yesterday that there Gore-

Pearce wanted me to run down to the White
Harp, in Bellton, to take a blinking betting
slip or something for him.

Nothing doing, I says to him. If I'm
nabbed it means the sack, and as I don't
want the sack just yet awhiles I'm not being
nabbed, thank you! Whereat Claude, or
whatever his perishing namne is, went off into
a rare temper. Fair raved and stormed and
stamped about the place. But I stuck to my
puns, Nothing doing, I'd said, and T meant
nothing doing. I didn't think Gore Pearce

could get any madder, but he did then.
He said he'd report me. I said * Fiddle-
sticks, Master Gore-Pearce!” and then ho

tried to strike me, he did, and if T hadn’t
slithered out of the way as quick as a jelly
slithers down your throat, then I should
’ave 'ad a lovely cabbuge ear—that's the
rizht "ow-d’ve-do, ain't it?

Yus! Master éﬂra-Pearco i5 one o' my poet
avisions, or whatever you calls the blessed
things.

Then, would vou believe it? After I'd oot

his woes like the rest of us!

TUBBS, the Ancient House  vid of 'im, who should
: : : come along but that

page-boy, 1s not mentioned  hore thing called Master
very often in the Si. Frank’s  Long. Waated to bor-
Yel be 1s verv miuch row half-a-crown, if you

: ne ] nlease! ouldn’t get 1t
alive and kwkz:rg—mrci be bas out of hizs own Form-

mates, I suppose—they
know ’im better than to
do that—and so he'd
come scrounging to e,

“Go and eat coke!"” I tells him firmly, and
walks away on me dignity as well as mo
feet,

What aggrenoys me more than anyvthink
p'raps, is to have blokes shat don’t belong
to the Ancient House asking me to run their
blinking errands. Some of the soniors like
Sinclair and Grarson are always doing this.
1f I refuse—as I ’ave a right to do—they just
et nasty and clip me a oner over the face
And what's the good of complaimng? The
perishers would only deny the whole blessed
business, and who's going to believe the
page-boy in front of seniora? Nobody!

One of my ambitions in life is to catch
thiese blokes bending,® and then kick 'cmn—
kick 'em ’ard on that part of their anatomics
which was made to be kicked.

And now I'll change the record.

HE happiest dayvs at St. Frank's for me

I are “ breaking up ' davs. Thev're

also my busiest days, come to that,
but I don’t mind. It's all for the
rood o' the cause, I says to myself.

All dav long I seems to do nothing but
hump about trunks and cases and bags.
The boys themselves are extra ex-ex—
exuberious and think nothing of giving me
a hearty wallop on the back. They don't
seem to realise that I'm balancing about
fifty trunks on me head, and ansther fifty in
me arms—don’t realise it until said things
drop on their pet corus or sqnash in their
toppers !

Still, T collects a nico littla packet in tips,
and, being a business man. that's a!l I'm con-
cerned about,
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(Continued from page 12.)

he mught be able to make an attempt at this
tower,"’

“He’ll not only attempt it—he’ll do it."”

“He’d better not iry,” saild Newton de-
cidedly. *“Why, it would be sheer madness!
I won't have anything to do with the affair,
anyhow.”

“It's all right, sir—don’t worry,” said
Waldo with a chuckle. “We had deeided to
go ahead with the climb long belore we met
you, I think I can manage it all right.
Anyhow, I'll have a shot.”’

He had inspected the tower with greater
interest than ever, and he knew thutv he
would be able to elimb 1t with supreme ease,
It was triue there was no vy, and the wall
itself was sheer. But there were plenty of
crevices between the old stones—plenty of
cracks and fissures.

KEven Gore-Pearce had a few qualms as he
looked at that wall., He had made his bet,
knowing that Waldo could do wonderful
things; but this wall scemed to be very
much of a facer.

“What's the old mansion over there?”
asked Mr. Newton, pointing across the park-
land beyond to ILdgemore Castle,

“That place?” saad Gore-Pearce. "That's
Kdgemore Castle. The old Earl of Kdge-
more lives there.”

“Really " asked Mr. Newton, as though
surprised and interested. A fine old build-
ing! And I"Il warrant 1t contalns some

ireasures, tno.”’

“0ld Lord Ldgtlll(}lb Wils meLmall}, broke
at one time,” said Guiliver. " Gore-Pearce’s
people were going to buy the castle, but

“Don’t talk about that!” growled Gore-
Pearce, with a frown. “The whole thing
fell through, and the earl recovered a lot
of money. 1 dou't know all the details.
What doees it matser,. anyhow 7"

“Oh, it doesn’t matter !”” said Mr. Newton.
“Isn't there a famous LKdgemore necklace?
A kind of heirloom 7"

“1've never beard of it,”” said Gore-Pearce,
with a touch of unpatience.

“'Fhis would have made a good location
for your father, young man,” said Mr.
Newton, turning to Waldo., " Plenty of stull
to lift 1o that old house, I’'ll warrant! But
vour fatiier has changed, hasn’t he?”

Waldo looked him struight in the eye.

“Is it necessary to rake up the past?” he

asked.

“Sorry--didn’t mean to touch you on the
“raw, young ‘un!” apologised Mr. Newton.
"W-.“ what about this climb? Are you
going to try it?"’

“Yes,” sard Waldo.

l{e had taken a great dislike to this
stranger.  He almost wished he had not
come. But it was hardly fair to blame Gore-
Pearce & Co. for Mr. Newton's short-

comings, He was evidently only a casual
acquamiance of theirs!
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They moved nearer to the tower, and the
closer they got the more formidable the
tower locked. This ruin was a very old
one, and for many years it had been allowed
to decay. The Priory itself was in utter
ruins, and the old walls were, for the most
part, covered with ivy and other creepers,
T'he autumn tints were looking extremely
bewutiful 'n the eveming light, and the whole
pLLLL presented a charming picture. ‘

‘He ought n 't to do it " muttered Gulliver
nervously. " What's going to happen if he
lr.l:.l.: when he's balf-way up 77

"He'll come down with a
said Dell

" He'll kill humnself 1

They were botw quite nervous, and Gore-
’ecarce gave them a sharp look. He didn't
want the clinub to be called off now—just
when there was a chance of him winning the
money.

“Can't you fellows dry up?”
a low voice.

“Well, it's rotten!” said Gulliver ex-
eitedly, *“If Waldo falls and kills himself--
or even il he ounly injures himscli—we shall
be in an awful hole. The llead will want to
konow all about it, and we shall have to say
that we persuaded Waldo to——"’

“Who persuaded him?” demanded Gore-
Pearce. ™It was his own idea !”

“OFf course 1t was,” put in Waldo. “Don’t
mike such a fuss, you fellows. I shan’t be
m any danger. Don’t worry. If I find the
climb is impossible, I'll come down., I give
you my m::urd that I won't take any unneces-
sary risks,’

In order to stop any further argument he
ran forward, stood at the bottom of the
tower for a moment, then clutched at the
stonework with his nimble fingers.

“Now, watch!” said Gore-Pearce,
a trimnphant glance at Mr. Newton,

“I'm watching,” said Mr. Newton,

There was something positively uncanny
about the wayv in which Waldo went about
that climb. 'T'he whole thing seemed impos-
sible.  liven Mr. Newton, when he locked
at that wall, had his doubts. Ile was anxious
and worried as Waldo progressed, And it
need hardly be said that his worry was not
occasioned by any thought for Waldo's
sitfvty. There was something else behind
this |

" By gad !’ said Gore-Pcarce in a whisper.

There was somcthing rather frightening
ahnuf this feat of Waldo's, He seemed te
be clinging to the face of the towes by SO
sort of magnetism—as though his fingers
were coated with a kind of strong adhesive
so that he stuck there.

If any of the St. Frank's masters had
corae along at that moment they would have
felt positivery faint. This schoolboy was
taking a dreadful risk. One slip, and he
would go FEkurtiing down on to the hard
stones beiow !

. Waldo himself was quite enjoying the
affair. As he had seen upon his first inspec-

nasty bump,

he asked 1n

with

tion, the old stones were much worn by the
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weather, Ho had no difficulty in finding
handhold and foothold as he wocked his way
upwards,

There wasn't another fellow in the whole
of St. Frank's who could bave climbed mozre
than ten or fifteen feet, But Waldo con-
tinuod upwards screncly., The fact that
there was now an abyss beneath him did not
aflect his nerves in the least. He was a
real chip of the old block, The more peril
thero was, the better he hiked it.

Half-way up, and still he
strong, edging towards the
against the wall of the tower.

was  going
surnmit, flat
Those watch-

ing below were fascinated—fearful. Mb,
Newton himself was trembling. , \
“It's awful!” muttered Guiliver. * lIe'll

ncver.do it! He'll never get to the top !
“If he falls from that height he'll break
his neck!” said Bell hoarsely.
t “Can’'t you fools keep quict?”
Gore-Pearce, turning on them,.
And up there, on the face of the tower,
Waldo heard every word. His hearing was
as acute as his eyesight. In nearly all
respects he was abnormal. $e smiled, He
could well understand that those three Re-
movites were feeling the tension.

“It's all right,
out. “I'm quite enjoying this,
at the top now.”

“Well, I'm hanged!” said Newton, with

a little gulp
~He was already beginning to curse Sam
Wilkes for having forced him to engincer
this business. But it scemed that Sam
Wilkes had known what he was doing.

“I can't look at him !"" whispered Gulliver.
The last few feet were the worst of all,
At least, they were to the watchers. To
Waldo they were the easiest, For there, at
the top of the tower, the stonework was even

snarled

L8]

you fellows,” he sang
I'll soon be

more cracked and uneven than it was lower |

down. With supreme ecase he pulled his way
up, and he heard a united gasp of relief

from the watchers as he clutched at the top

of the parapet.

“He's done
exultantly.

“I believe he has!™ admitted Mr. Neston,
with a grimace.

Yet there was a light in. his eves which
denied the tone of his voice. His voice indi-
cated that he was chagrined—but his eyes
told that he was pleased.

“J knew it !"”" said Claude, his face hot and

it!"”  said CGore-FPearce

flushed. “What did I tell vou? Didn't 1
saY that Waldo could climb this tower?
This going to cost you a fiver, Mr,

antﬁn!”
“I've already kissed 1t good-bye,"”
the man with pretended sorrow.
Never for a moment did he take his gaze
from the top of the tower. e saw Waldo
pull himself up and sit for a moment on the
parapet, The extraordinary schoolboy
glanced down, smiling.
“How's that?” he .:vak-:-d gonmliv
“Bravo !’ shouted Culliver. “Oh,
doue, Waldo!”

gaid

well
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ather " chuckled Bell. “ You hmmderl
Enu anly gave e heart failure!’

Waldo chuckled, and dropped lightly dnwn
on to the stonework beyond the barrier—on'
to the roof of the tower, It was flat and
wide and perfectly safe. 1le leaned over
again; and then, for some reason, ho quickly
drew himself away and vanished from sight.

“Well, that's that!" said Mr. Newton,
speuking rapidly.  “"You've won, Gore-
Pearce, and you'd better come along and

colleet vour money.”

“Where did he vanish to just now?"”
Gore-Pearce, staring upwards,

“1 suppose he's r:‘mmug down—there's a
staircase inside, isn't thue’“ asked Mr.
Newton in a casual voice, “Are we going
to wait for him?”

“Well, it’s hardly playing the game to
bring him here and then leave him.”

“Oh, let's come,” Ruul Newton, “Let him
walk back on his own."

Gore-Pearce grinned.

“By gad, that's rather good !"” he chuckled.
“Hang the fellow! T've won my bet, and
now I can treat him as he deserves to bo
treated. Yes, we'll let him walk home !

And thev went to Mr. Newton's
fondly believing that Stanley Waldo
on his way down the tower.

Even now, Gore-Pearce & (Co, had not tha
slightest inkling that they had led Walde
into a sinister trap!

o ———

CHAPTER 5.
The Vanished Schoolboy!
SO}.'IETHING had happened to Stanloy

asked

car,
W ASs

Waldo.
Somothing very drastie, in fact.
When he reached the top of thn
tower ha experienced a glow of satisfaction
at having completed the climb so easily. It

rather amused him to surprise peoplc so
much with his peculiar abilities,

That there could be any real danger lurk-
ing at the top of the tower never enlerid
his head.  Yet, when he turned and leancd
over the parapet, after dropping down on to
the flat stone roof, he became aware of «
slight sound on the other side of tho tower.

He lLalf turned, and at the sawme instant o
heavy stone came hissing across, to strike hiis

1on the left shin.

He felt no actual pain, for, like his cele-
brated father, he did not know what pain
was, But that sudden blow caused him tn:r
half stumble, and then a figure came sweep-]
ing out from beyond & jutting mass of
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masonry. Waldo caught one glimpse of
it.

“Wilkes!” he cjaculated.

Crash !

Almost in the same instant, a heavy
wooden club descended on hiz head, and he
collapsed into a limp heap. Waldo was a
phenomenal sort of youngster, but, after all,
he was human, And that blow on the head
was sufficient to stun him temporarily,

“Only just did it!" muttered Sam Wilkes
hoarsely.

He looked down at his vietim, and he knew
that the youngster would be quiet for a
spell.  Ile crept over to the further para-
pet, and peeped between two of the piles
of masonry, He saw Jim Newton and the
three schoolboys going along towards tho
waiting car,

“Good for you. Jim,” muttered Wilkes,
“Those kids don't know a thing.”

In the sense that Wilkes meant it, this was
perfectly true, Gore-Pearce and Gulliver
and Bell had got -Stanley Waldo to this
tower without any suspicion of the real ob-
jeet,  To them the affair was mnerely a bet.

But Jim Newton had hoped, from the first,
that he would lose. For the whole object
of the thing was to get Waldo to make that
climb—so that he would walk into the trap
that had becn <o carefully prepared for him.
And so cleverly had this trap been set that
not even the cads of Study A knew of ils
existence.

Wilkes heard the car start, and he listened
while the sounds of it grew more and more
distant., Then he turned, and there was
a gloating expression in his eyes as he sur.
veyed the still figure of the fallen boy.

“Hope I didn’t overdo it,” he said with
a sudden start,

He went on his knecs, and a moment later
he was satisfied. Waldo's heart was beat-
ing steadily and his respiration was regular,
He was only stunned. Before long he
would come to his sensecs.

And now Sam Wilkes
making his next move. He proceeded to
drag  Waldo down the worn, erumbling,
circular stairs of the tower.

It was a long drsg to the bottom, but
Wilkes was wiry, and the task was not so
very hard. For the schoolboy only needed
to be pulled by his shoulders, and he hall
tumbled down those old stairs.

When the bottom was reached, Wilkes oniy
paused for 2 moment or two. Then he
plunged down into a black cavity in the old
stone floor. There weras more stairs here,
narrower, and in a worse state of preser-
vation.

There were only one or twe candles burn-
ing, and presently a low, narrow passage was
reached, It was damp and cold, and there
was a peculiar carthy smell in the air. Only
for a few feet did Wilkes drag his victimn
along this passage.

Then he turned into a doorway, so narrow
that he could hardly “squecze through, He

lost no time
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had some difficulty in dragging his burden

after him. It was the doorway of a dun-

geon—no more than one fool across, and
only about four feet high.
The door pgave access to a small

chamber with a low stone roof. 'The walls
were of stone, too. immensely thick and
very aged, s 8

“There!” panted Wilkes as he propped
the schoolboy against the wall. “You'll be
sufe there for a few hours, boy! There'll
be no escape for you—strong as you arel
And here you'll stay until I come to let you
out—which won’t be until one o’clock in the
morning."”

He squeezed his way through the narrow
doorway, and when he was in the passage he
drew the door closed. It was a solid stone
affair, and there were three enormous iron
bolts fixed to it. With a ereaking and rat-
tling, they shot into their sockets. The
only venttlation for the dungcon was a tiny
slit at the top of the door.

“When you come out of here, kid, you'll
be in the biggest mess of your life!” chuckled
Wilkes. “Nobody will believe your yarn-—-
nobody will believe that you spent hours in
thus old dungeon, There won’t be a soul to
support the story.”

He chuckled again, went up into tho day-
light, made sure that he was not being ob-
served, and then stole away.

£ EEN anything of Waldo?” asked Nip-

per, coming into the Common-room.

“No,” said Handforth. “He must

have gone off soméwhere after footer

practice. I haven't seen him since we came
indoors to change.”

Gore-Pearce, who was lounging ncar the
fireplace with Gulliver and Bell, said no-
thing. He himself was surprised that
Waldo had not turned up. He was rather
anxious for the new boy to return—so that
ho could reveal himsell agauin in his true
colours. It was well past calling-over now,
and Stanley Waldo was missing,

“Can’t understand 1t,” said Nipper. “Why
should he be late? He hadn’t a permit, and
hn:sI’S not the kind of fellow to flout the school
rules.

“Must have been delayed somewhere,”
suggested Gresham.

“That's what it looks like,” agreed Nipper.
“But I'm afraid he’ll be in for trouble—un-
less he's got a good excuse. Crowell's on
his track already.”

“What do you make of it?” whispered
Gulliver, bending ncarer to Gore-Pearce.

“Why ask me?”

“Well, we know what happened to him,”
said Gulliver. “I mean, he climbed tho
tower and wo didn’t wait for him to come
down,  Supposing he fell?”

“But he wouldn’t climb down, you ass!™

“He might have fallen inside the tower,”
said Gulliver., “ Supposing some of the stairg
gave way? Supposing he's lying there now,

hurt?? i
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“Bupposing  you talk  sense?™
snapped Gore-Pearce. “He'll turn up
soon,”

Just then the door opened. Buster
Boots, of the Fourth, came in with

Lionel Corcoran and Boly Christing
mmﬁ one or two others.
“Pax!" said Boots briskly. *“No

larks, you chaps! We're here to talk
about football.”

“A perfectly peaceful mission,” said
C'orcoran, nodding.

“You're welcome, then,”  said
Nipper. “But first of all, have vou
seen anything of Waldo this evening

“What's the matter? Have you
mislaid him ?” asked Boots.

“Well, he missed calling-over—and
that’s unusual for him,” said Nipper.

“Nobody scems to have seen him
since *he came indoors to change after
footer practice.” 4
“What about Gore-Pearce?™ asked
Corcoran., ;
“Eh?” ejaculated Claude, startinz
round.

“Can’t Gore-Pearce tell you any-
taing about him?"’ went on Corcoran.
“1 saw Waldo walking up the lane,
near the Moor View School, with Gore.
Pearce and Gulliver and Bell. That
was just before seven, quite a while
after we came in from footer prae-
tice.”

There was an immediate buzz,

“What about it, GQCGore-Pearce?”
aslked Nipper. “Where did Waldo go
with you?"

“Oh, up the road,” replied Core-
Pearce indifferently,

“By George!” roared Handfortl.
“Do you mean to say you've been
listening to us all this time and you
haven’t spoken? You heard us azking
about Waldo—=""

“I'm not interested in yourtroubles,”
said (Gore-Pearce sourly.

“1 knew the leopard couldu’t change
his spots!"” snorted Handforth. *‘‘He's
just the same as ever, you chaps!
Where did you go with Waldo, Gore-Pearce ?"”

“If you must know, wo went to the
Priory ruins.”

“What for?” demanded Nipper.

“Oh, nothing much—only to settle a little
acgument,” replied Claude. ‘“Gulliver and
Bell said that Waldo could2’t climb the wall
of the tower—and I said he could.”

“You don't mean to say Waldo attempted
the thing?" asked Nipper, aghast.

““He not only attempted it—but he did it,”
said Gore-Pearce coollv. “And I won five

quitd—I mean i

“Oh!” said Nipper. “You won five
quia?”

“Let it drop!” said Gore-Pearce, turn-
ing aside.

“We'll let you drop in & minute—with a
bump:” roared Handforth. “ By Ceorge,

Pdence ?

l
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Slowly but surely Waldo climbed up the wall ol the
Priory Tower.
or handhold ; and he was supremely indifferent of the
fact that one slip would send him hurtling to his death.

He had no difficulty in finding foothold

so that's why you’ve been so mealy-mouthed
to-day and yesterday? You were simply
spoofing Waldo?  Cetting into his confi-
Wangling it so that you could win
yvour rotten five quid! And you didn't mind
him risking his life by elimbing that tower as
long as vou could get &

“Don’t be an idiot!" broke in Claude.
“Waldo needn't have climbed the tower
L.rless he had liked. We couldn’t force him.”

He was pressed for details, and he re-
fused to give them. But Gulliver and Bell,
when they were seized, were willing enough
o talk. They saw no ‘reason why they
skould not. After all, the affair had been
innocent enough—or so they thought—for
tbev had had no knowledge of the real
n:otive behind that ¢limb.

“You say that Waldo got to the top
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puccessfully 77 asked Nipper, “And after
that you don’t know what happened to him?”

“How should wo know?” said Gulliver.
“We were going Lo wait, but Newton wanted
us _to }mu_y aff—"

““Newton 7%

“He's—he’s a
Culliver unecasily.

“A bookie, I suppose?"” asked Handforth.

“No, he isn’t, he's quite a decent chap,”’
denied Gulliver, “It was he who made the
five quid bet with Gore-Pearce.”

“I don’t sce why you should cross-examine
us like this,” put in Gore-Pearce truculentiy.
“T don’t have to ask your permission if I
want to maks a bet. This man laughed
in my face when I told him that Waldo could
do wonderful things. He was so m:.nfmmdcdly

chap we know,” said

sceptical that I decided to test him. I
waeered him five quid that Waldo could

«limb that tower, and he took it on ”
“Thinking-that he would win the bet ¥”
“Of course,” said Gore-Pearce. *“He

thought T was off my rocker: but he didn’t

know Waldo as we know him. Consequent!y,

ne was a bit done when Waldo sunply walked
up that wall like a giddy fly !”
“Well, that's all right,” said Nipper.

you like to make these bets, Gore-Pearce,
that’'s yvour concern. DBut we want to know

why Waldo hasn’t turned np.”

“How should I know 7" said Clande. “1'm
rot his keeper! As soon as the bet was
settled, we went away.” a

“Leaving Waldo—whom you had tricked—
to pet down from that tower as best be
could 7

“Oh, don’t be silly!” snapped Gore-Pearce.
“You've been up that tower, and so have T,
There are proper stairs inside, aren’t there 77

“Well, ves.”

“Then what’s the idea of making all this
buss 7" said Gore-Pearce. ‘““He must have
ccme down two or three minutes after we
had left., T suppose he’s gone off somewhere
or his own.”

“1Pd tell vou what!”
denly. "““Let’s
make a search.

(11 If

said Handforth sud-
ro along to the tower and
I‘III bet Waldo slinped, or

up belore supper.”
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something, and got wedged, or something.
l’urigilgm he met some trammps, or somethmg

“I'here’s a lot of ‘or something’ about that,
Handy,” grinned Nipper, “Now that we
know where Walde was scen last, I don’t
think we need worry., He got to the top
of the tower all rvight, and i1t’s a cert thah
lie reached the ground in safety., He'll t”th

Il.rl'! 1

hey generally do,” nodded Travers.
“Calling-over can be missed without a qualin
— but not supper,”

OWEVER, when supper-time arrvived
thero was no Stanley Waldo.
When the meal was over, the

juniors were rather anxious, Not all
of them, of course. The rank and file were
not particularly interested in Waldo and 1if he
chose to stay out like this, it was his own
faneral. But Nipper and Handforth and

dravers and a few others were feeling con-
corned, '

“T tell vou we ought to do something !”

andforth was insisting. “I'll bet he met
with an accident at that old Priory. Why

can't and scarch for him*"”

“I'm beginning to think thas it might be
advisable,” said Nipper,

“Beginning to think !” snerted Handforth.
‘T thought it an hour ago! Come on'!
We've got to find Waldo. We'll slip our
overcoats on, and dodge out——"

“Indeed ! said a sharp, acid voice.

Handforth jumped, and found Mr. Crowell
looking on. The Remove master had come
o unexpectedly,

“Indeed, Handforth!” he said coldly *So
vou are thinking about breaking bounds in
oider to search for Waldo ?”

“He hasn’t come back, sir

T am well aware of that,” said Mr.
Crowell. “And when he does come back he
will have a very unpleasant interview with
me. I u:hhnlutvfy fnrb d eny of you boys to
lcave these premises.’

“But, sir o

“If you disregard this warning, Handforth,
and break bounds in spite of what I have
soid, I shall cecorrmend you to the head-
master for a flogging,” said Mr. Crowe!l

eurtly. “Now! Let there be no more cf
this nonsene|”

"He went on his way, and Nipper sighed.

“That’s done it!" he said. ‘“Just as well,
jerhaps. I can’t really think that anything
bad has happened to Waldo.” He's a queer
sort of chap, and he doesn’t mind a swish-
ing in the least. Can’t feel it, anyhow. So
why should he worry 1"

All the same, Nipper felt rather uneasy.
And when bedtime arrived and there was
«till no sign of Waldo, the Remove skipper
was deeply concerned.

we sneak cut
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CHAPTER 6.
The Prisoner in The Dungeon!

 tLoughtfully. “Didn’t you notico something
queer abqut that chap Newton, while we
were driving back from the tower?”

s HAT do yvou make of it?" said ::ﬁnmething queer ?” asked Bell.
Gulliver. He seemed excited, in a subdued sort of
He and Core-Pearce and Bell | way,” replied Gore-Pearce. “And, now 1

were in their little dormitory, and | come to think of it, it was a bit queer of

ttey were undressing. § i‘ll‘f'mi] tDcauIiES}l tu'; wﬂﬁ” like that before
“ About Waldo, do you mean?" asked Gore- aldo get down. ; ’

Pearce. What. are you getting at?” asked
“Yes." CGulliver, staring.

“Why look at me like that?” said Claude
ancgressively.  ““It’s nothing to do with me,
is 162"

“] didn’t say it was,” replied Gulliver,

“I don’t know,” confessed Gore-Pearce.
“Dut it seems to me that Newton acted
strangely for a man who had just lost five
quid on a bet. Anybody might have thought

““But, all the same, I can’t help feeling that
something might have happened to the chap

at that Priory tower, We dido’t see him
come down, you know, and I am wondering

if he met with an accident.”

: Eiiore-l’carca sat down on the edge of tho
ed.

“I'm wondering something else,”

' ho said

that he was pleased. I'm beginning to think
that there was more in that business than
met the eve.”

“You'd better go and ask him about it,”
sald Bell sarcastically,

“That’s what 1I'm going to do,” replicd
Claude.  “Besides, I want to collect my

winuing money—and my own money, too.
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I'orlock is still holding the stakes, and []w
shan’t be satisfied until they are in oy | himself.
pocket.”

The cads of Study A had not thought it
worth the risk to enter the White Harp in
full daylight during the early part of the
cvening. A master or prefect might have
spotted them. Far better to leave it un:il
full darkness came.

“You don’t think they're going to dish
you over that ten quid, do you?” asked
Gulliver, with a whistle. “Hang it, half the
raoney’s out of your own pocket.”

“T don’t trust Porlock, never did,” said
wore-Pearce. “He's a tricky, shifty sort
of rotter. We'll have a little nap now, and
it about half past eleven weo'll get dressed
and pop down to the White Harp."”

N the meantimme, the prisoner of the
Priory dungeon was not taking things
as tamely as Sam Wilkes had imagined.

Nearly an hour had eclapsed before
o had recovered from the effects of that
prutal blow. He had come to his senses

gradually, and for quite fifteen minutes
Stanley Waldo had sprawled on that hard
gsround, with his back against the wall, under
tne impression that he was napping in the
armehair in Study L

Then, gradually, as his full wits returned,
he realised that something was wrong. He
felt no actual pain——only a dull kind of thick-
ness in his head. There was something in
13 make-up—something that had pu:..c.lad
nosts of speeialists —which made him immune
from pain. He had inherited this peculiarity
from his father,

“I've had a erack on the head,” said Waldo
deeidedly.  “That’s what’s the matter with
me. ['ve had a erack on the head--and a
heavy one, too,”

Ho felt his head, and he was rather startlod
at the size of the bump which secemed to
st*ck up through the hair.

“Wilkes did 1t,” he told himself. 1 secem
to remember spotting Wilkes just for a
sccond before he got in that blow.”

He was puzzled by the odour of dankness
i the atmosphere. He was chilled to the
marrow, too, and when he tried to niove he
felt that he was lying on some rough, dainp
stones.

“Something funny about
feeling for his matches.

As 1t happened, he bad a full box.
soon struck one, and held it aloft,

this,”” he said,

He

“O-oh! 8o this is the wheeze, i3 117" Lo
murmured, with perfect composure. **Down
in tho castle dungeon! A nice, pleasant-

looking little I'u-t” Well, we rID sce life!

He struc-k a:mthnr match, and rose-to his
feet. It only took him a few scconds to
discover that the door was bolted on the out-
stde—and heavily bolted.

There was no other means of exit. On ali
sides there were the solid stone walls, The
place was almost like a vault.

“Yes, it's a dungéon—and I'll bet it's
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underneath that Priory tower,” Waldo told
“Ye gods and little fishes! 1
".".*tl.ljki.}d vight into the trap—and didn’t know
i

[is expression beecame rather grin as ho
thought of the part that Gorve-Pearce had
played in that little drama. It was Gore-
Pearece who had taken him to the Priory
mwc-r—{}c:-:-wl‘uarcc who had mooted the 1dea
in the first place.  Therefore 1t seemned
morally certain that Gore-Pearce was some-d
how mixed up with Sam Wilkes. And that
other man—that Newton fellow—was un-
doubledly an accomplice too,

“A whole bunch of 'em,” dectded Waldo,
“They got me to climb that tower, knowing
that Wilkes was at the top, waiting to knock
me out. And I was idiot enough to think
that Gore Pearce was trying to be decent!”

1{e bitterly regretted trusting the cad of
Stu-:l}' A, AIL along  Gore-Pearce  had

“played up to him.” It was as obvious as
{Lﬂlm‘,ht NOW.

‘But I'm dashed if I ean understand why
Wilkes has pusned me into this dungeon and
locked me in,”” muttered Waldo, as he struck
another match.  “What's the good of
leaving ma here?”

A tlmughf struck him-—an ugly thought.
Was it possible that Wilkes had decided to
leave him in this dungeon to die of starva-
tion and thirst?

He remembered his first encounter with
Wilkes. He had captured the man then and
handed him over to the police, since Wilkes
was an cscaped conviet.  Unfortunately,
the man had again escaped.

He was a low-class eriminal of a vindic-
tive. revenzeful nainre. Waldo's father—the
famous Peril Txpert—had engineered his
arrest and convietion, and Wilkes had sworn

to be revenged upon Waldo senior.  There
was ~=uuw1hin£‘ =1huu.~=’r fanatical in hiz mad
desire to "“get oven, Tt seemed that he

was frying to exact his vevenge by attacking
the son. It was so mneh safer than attack-
inz the father! And the result would be
very much the unm for if anvthing hap-
nened to Stanlev. the hlow would be a tragie
one for Rupert W .;|| lo.

“Oh. well, if that brute has left me here
to die I've just got to show him that there’s
nothing doing in that line.” said Waldo
coolly. “Perhaps he thought that this
dungeon could hald me.  Funny how people

make such mistakes !

He loeated the door, went aver to it. and
folt carefully round the heavy, rongh stone-
work. It was not long before he pursed his
lips and shook his head.

“T may be a Little Boy Wonder, but
there are some johs which are even hnmuf
my powers,”” he muttered.  “ Stanley, old

man, this looks like being vour Waterioo.”
The door certainly was impregnable,

Waldo stood back and then heaved himself

at that preat mass of solid stone, but it did

not even quiver, Strong as he was, he
could ma'te no impression upon it,
I1le struck some more matches and care-
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THE ST. FRANK'’S QUESTIONNAIRE'

Here are twelve lesters for you, chums—questions which refer fo Si. Frank’s and

11s members.
you kwow, and then compare them 1

1. Who is the master of the Sixth Form?
2. What are Tregellis-West's full Christian

Give them the * once-over,” jot down the answers to those which

with the correct list which will be given,
logether with another set of questions, next week.

9. Which Moor View School girl is Hand-
forth's particular chum?

names? 10. Who is the village policeman?
11. Who is th ?
3. Who is the captain of the Belltnn Boys’ . '5. § JiNieety o Mndmjn Huuse:
Eleven? 12. What is the name of the Canadian boy in
the Remove.
4. Who is the captain of Bellton Rovers—in
the District League? ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK’'S QUESTIONS.
5. Who is the landford of the George Tavern| L. Archibald Winston Derek, 2. Herbert
in Bellton? Vandyke., 3. Willard's Island has a guaint
, old castle-lile ruin on it, known as Willard's
6. Who are the occupants of Study F in the| xop, 4, Archibald Winston Derek Glen-
Ancient House? thorne and Alfred Brent. 5. Bannington 76,
7. What is the Modern MHouse Junior|6. The Japanese Café. 7. In Bannington—
Common-room talephnne number? The S”"ﬂ”f}f.‘ﬁhs. 8. Mr. Arthur Stockdale.
9. Mary Summers, 10. Lawyer—now w
B. Who is the Housemaster of the West| High Court Judge., 11, Helmford. 12.
House? Captain Joshua Pepper,
fully went round the stone walls, At first | menced to joggle it gently and continuously.

he thought that he was not going to meet
with any success. After four matches had
Leen expended, he was kneeling beside the
wall opposite the door. He imagined that
this was one of the outer walls. On the
other sid> might be solid earth, or there
might be freedom.

He was kneeling here because he had de-
tected that one of the enormous stones of
which the wall was built was slightly loose,

The matech went out, and Waldo
svstematically started to work with his
pocket-knife, clearing the space round the
edges of the stone as much as possible, And
when he gripped these edges with his un-
cannily-strong fingers he could feel a slight
movement.

He judged that the stone was an enormously
heavy one, going back for a foot or so into
the wall. Probably it weighed a couple of
hundredweight. Any ordinary boy, feeling
that stone, would have left it alone. For
even if he could have loosened it more he
could not possibly have pulled it out.

But Stanley Waldo knew his powers—he
knew his strength. And in this loose stone
he saw hope. His patience was remarkable,
for at the end of half an hour he still
crouched there, working steadily., He had
not taken a moment’s rest, and he was
feeling no fatigue.

He struck a match now and had a look at
his handiwork.

“Room enough to get my fingers in now,"
he told inmsulf “Well, here goes! Othor
poople get out of dungeons b burrnwmg
through the walls, so why shouldn’t I11”

Ho got a firm grio on the stone. and com-

P

s

There was scarcely wny movement at firsi,
but after ten minutes or so there was a slight
difference. The movement was greater. The
stone was gradually but surely coming frec.

And once having got a start, Waldo's task
became easier. With every frosh successiorn
of tugs and shaking movements, the stouc
loosened itself more and more,

At the end of half an hour it was project-
ing an inch or two out of the face of the
wall,  And now Waldo could get a better
grip

He exerted his amazing strength.

W

ELL, that's that?" said the prisouer
m}ntr:ntndh
Another half an hour had gmm
by—a period of ceaseless, intensivo
labour. Any other youngster would have
been nearly exhausted. But Stanley Waldo
was showing no signs of distress. Ilis powers
of endurance were remarkable., And there,
on the floor of the dungeon, wasz a great
square of ancient stone, nearly two feet thick
by a foot deep. It was enormously heavy—
well over a hundredweight—and in the wall
there was a corresponding cavity.

“Now to see if we've been wasting our
valuable time,”” murmured Waldo.

He struck another of his precious matches
—they were getting low now—and he did
not feel very pleased when he saw that thero
wore further great stones at the back of tho
deep cavity. IHowever, when he felt them
ho was gratified to discover that they wero
comparatively loose. They came away in his
grip as he tugged at them, They wero
smaller gtones, and once he had cleared two
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or three of themn the rest almost fell out of
the wall. Avrd beyond there was—darkness.

“Lnoks promising,” he told himmself,

At ali events, there was a cavity of some
kind on the other side of this wall, It was
rather disappointing to find that the hole
did not lead into the open air, howcever.
There was no refreshing draught coming
through—nothing but the same
stagnant, carthy-sielling air.

At last the smaller stones wers
removed, and Waldo squeezed nis
way through cautiously. There
was solid stone work beneath his
feet when k. stood up. 'The
silence was unpressive, lle struck
another mateh, and a rueful smile
spread over his face,

“‘Well, that’s that!”™ he
disgustedly.

He was in another dungeon--
slmost itdentical with the ore he
had left! And the solid stone
door was closed-——— But was 1t?
Was it completely closed?

He strode over towards it, and
2. sigh of relief escaped him when
he found that the door was not
quite  shut—and certainly not
bolted. ITe pushed it open, and
found himself in a stone passage
where the roof was arched.

'This passage led into another
one—larger, wider. There waus
evidently a similar passage lead-
ing to the otiier dungeon. They
were back to back.

Not that this mattered. Waldo's
one concern now was to get out.
ile had seen by his watch that
the hour was ten-thirty.

The junior school would be in
bed by now. No doubt the fellow-
wondering what had happened to him.

T'wo or threo of his last few matches
went, and he came to the foot of some cir-
culay stairs. He mounted them, and a
chuckle escaped him when he suddenly found
himself being fanned by the night wind. He
could hear the rustling of branches. A

sl

Wwere

: ™ 4
inoment later he burst out from the Priory

yuing, the gloom of the night seeming almost
hright after the pitchy blackness of that
Jdungeon,

“So much for Mr. Wilkes!” said Waldo
complacently.

He did not trouble o make any investiga-
tton ol the ruinse. He was quite sure that
Wilkes was not here now. His chief thought
was to get back to St. Frank’s and to report
himself. He rather wondered what explana
tion Le would give. Ie did not want to
sneak apgainst Gore-Pearee & Co.  Perhaps
it would be as well to say nothing and to
take his punishment 1n silence.

But Stanley Waldo was not destined to
return to St. I'rank’s just yet. ''he adven-
fures of th's remarkable evening were not
yet over,

1o had proceeded half-way down a steep,
narrow hill in the lane. It was only a short
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distance from the DP'riorv ruins, and he re-
membered 1t well,  There was a right-
le turn at the bottom-—a very acute

angie

turn—with a rustic fence providing the only
barrier between the road and a sheer drop
into a kind of gully beyond.

Abruptly Waldo came to a halt.
stared up

the hill. He

and

He turned

. -";’ ey Sl L T
ézﬁ{: ..
i - mme "

o
b g

Waldo went down on his knees and
gently examined the girl’s ankle,
It was already considerably swollen,
and he saw her wince as he touched
her. The sprain was obviously severe.
Betty Barlowe would never be able to
walk back to the Moor View School !

could have sworn that he had heard a sharp
kind of ery—a human ery—zbove the bluster-
ing of the wind in the trees which bordered
the roadsile,

And now he heard something metallic—
rather like the mudguard of a  bicycele,
loose 1n one of 1is stays,

“Oh! Oh!” came the voice again—and
NOW INUCH NOAFeT.

It was the voice of a girl, and in the dim,
vagre light Waldo saw the girl hurtling
down (he hill towards him. She was on a
bicvele, and 1t was quite cvident that the
machine was ont of control!
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CHAPTER T. branch, and he hung head doswnwards., At

_ _ exactly the same moment the girl camc
NMaking Himself Usefull shooting  underneath himm.  The whole

The girl, whoever she was, was evi-
dently in acute danger. The lamp of
her bicycle was out, the brakes were out

of comuyission, and she was being carried
down this steep hill at a tremendous speed.

At any second she might crash over, injur-
g hevself gravely., And if she did not crash
over, she would unquestionably go hurtling
through that rustie fenece at the bottom of the
hill into the deep gully beyond—perhaps 1o
her death. -

There was no rime for thinking what to
do. Unless something was done within the
space of five seconds, it would be too late.
Here again, Waldo revealed that remarkable

IT was time for 1nstant action,

presence of mind which was so characteristic

of his father. Ile knew he was standing
immediately beneath an  overhanging tree
branch, Out of the corner of his eye he
could see the  limb stretching right across
the narrow lane.

And instead of rushing forward, vainly
hoping that he might be able to stop the run-
away bieycle, he leapt straight upwards,
caught the limb overhead, and swung him-
sclf completely round.

In a flash his legs were hooked over the

thing was performed like u picce of clock-
worls.

Waldo, wupside Jdown, hooked ‘his arms
under those of the girl as ste swept beneath
him.  He tightened his grip, he eclutched
hard, and held fast. 'Thers came a terrifie
wrench, and only by exerting his full
strength did he keep his position on the trec
brancﬁi. :

There was the sound of a splintering crash
from the botto:n of the hi!i and then—
silence., ’

“1t’s all mght,” said Waldo
“Bafe now.” :

Perhaps the girl was too terrified to make
.any coherent reply. At all events, she
only panted heavily, and her distress was
great,

*“Look out!” said Waldo gently. “I've got
to drop you, miss. Jt's the only way. You
won't nave to fall more than two er three
feet. Ready?”

“Yes,” came a faint whisper,

Waldo drepped her; she touched the
ground, staggered, and a little gasping cry
escaped her lips. In the meantime, Waldo
had unhooked humseclf from the
branch of the tree, and had
dropped to the roadway with the
lightness of a panther. He was
just in time to catch the girl as
she swayed over, limp and inert.

“0Oh, my only hat!” muttered
Waldo. *“That's done it! She's
fainted !”

He felt scared. He had not the
faintest notion what to do now.
It had been easy enough for him
to save the girl from a serious
accident, but when it camo to
reviving her from this faint, he
was in a rare stew,

It seemed to him that water
was recessary. 5o, carrying the
agirl with scarcely any effort, he

smoothly.

“ walked down the hill, knowing

; _, that there was a little stream
2 / farther along. He noticed that
; the rustiec fence was smashed.
The bicycle, ruunning on, had

gone clean through it,

Waldo glanced down at the face
of his unconscious cempanion, and
although the night was gloomy,
he could see that she had wavy
chestnut hair, neatly shingled. Iler face was
pretty, and her age was not more than
fifteen.

“Thought so,” murmured Waldo. “She's
that new girl at the Moor View School.”

He had recognised her as Betity Barlowe,
and somehow he felt pleased that she was
this girl, and not any other. He had only
met her once bhefore, and he had been rather
attracted by her. Of course, he had seen
her two or three times since, had raised his
cap to her, and she had smiled back at him,
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Now that he had been able to perform a
gsorvice for her, he was inwardly pleased.

Just off the lane he saw a haystack in a
meadow, He pushed through a gap in the
hedge and gently laid the girl down with her
back to the haystack, where there was good
shelter from the keen, cold wind. A [ittle
stream ran close by. It did not take Waldo
long to soak his handkerchief and return to
the girl

He sprinkled a little moisture into her face
and dabbed her forehead, having a vague
idea that this would be the right thing to
do. It evidently was, for after a minute or
80 she stirred, groaned a little, and tried to
open her eyes.

“Take it easy, Miss Betty,” said Waldo
gently. “There’s no hurry.”

He had completely forgotten his original
intention now. He gave no thought to St.
Frank's, He might as well be hung for a

sheep as a lamb, anyhow; half an hour made
practically no difference. It was his duty
to look after this damsel in distress, and to
see her safely on her way. He thought
about leaving her there for a few minutes
while he recovered the bioycle. But it was
almost certain that the machine would be
badly damaged; and if she recovered while
he was away, she might be a bit scared.

He was rather disappointed because sho
had fainted. After all, she wasn't hurt, She
must have fainted from the sheer shock of
the affair. And Waldo had regarded her
as n girl of stronger spirit,. However, there
was never any telling with girls,

“How's that?” asked the schoolboy, as he
continued to dab her forehead. Fecel better
now, e¢h?”

This time she opened her eyes wide. She
azed about her rather wildly, then suddenly
it seemed she remembered. She looked
straight at her companion, and the scared
look died away out of her blue eves,

“Oh! I didn't quite realise=~— Thank
Fiju over so much for saving me—— Oh,
oh!"

In attempting to move she must have
caused herself some pain, for she fairly
gasped and her pretty face became drawn
with agony.

““Nothing to be scared about,” said the
schoolboy, “I'm Waldo, of St. Frank’s, I
think we've met before, Miss Betty—"

“Yes, yes, I know,” interrupted the girl.
“I knew who you were at once, Did—did
I faint? How silly of me! Tt—it must
have been the pain—""
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“1 didn't know you wore hurt,” said

Waldo.

“It's my ankle, I think—my left ankle,”
she breathed. “ When you dropped me to
the ground I was all right, but.wnv foot
caught in a rut, and my ankle twisted right
under, The agony was so dreadflul that—
that—-"

“You fainted,” said Waldo. ‘‘Oh, now
I understand. I'm really awfully sorry; it
was beastly careless of me.” '

“But it wasn't your fault!” ;

“I ought to have taken more ecare,” sald.
Waldo. “We'll have a look at thnt_an%,(ﬂ
in a minute. Don’t worry about it for the
time being; just sit there and get better.”

He was sorry to hear about the sprained
ankle; yet, at the same time. he was glad
that his first impression about the girl was
not wrong. She wasn't the tvpe to faint
from fright., She had certainly been upset
by the narrowness of her escape. and that
twisted ankle, coming on top of 1t, provided
the finishing touch,

Waldy was tremendously curiouns to know
the {acts. Why was this Moor View School

' girl out riding at between ten-thirty and

eleven on a machine which carried no lights
and had inefficient brakes? If she had been
coming from the other direction, he might
have imagined that she was going on an
urgent errand. But she had lLeen coming
from Edgemore, and had obviously been on
her way to the school.

“How—how did you do it?"” cama a soft
whisper—in a voice full of wonder end ad-
miration,

“1Ch?" said Waldo, with a start,

“I just caught a glimpse of you for a
second, and I saw you leap upwards,” mur-
mured the girl, lookin% at him gratefully.
“And then I felt you lift me ciean off my
machine., It was so quick that I couldn’t
believe it. I thought that I was going to
crash right through that fence at the bottom
of the hill, and I knew there was a big drop
on the other side. Yot I couldn’t swerve or
fall off, or—or anything. It was awful! I
klnff%w I should have gone over that little
clifft”

“Well, you didn't go over,” said Waldo
smoothly. ‘““As for the rest, I spotted you
coming down the hill, and I guessed that
your brakes had gone wrong, o I hopped
up into that tree, and caught you as you
came under, It wasn't anything, Miss
Betty.”

““1 think it was—wonderful!”

“I made a mess of it,"” growled Waldo.
“Fancy dropping you like that and twisting
vour ankle! I want to have a look at that in
a minute, if you don't mind."”

“I think it will be all right soon,” said
the girl quickly. ““Just a minute or two's
rest, and I shall be able to walk. I say,
how lucky it was for me that you were:-on
this road!"”

“If anybody’s lucky, it's me,” said Stanley
firmly.

Tt was all my own fault,” continued
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Edward Oswald Handforth underlakes to answer, tn bis own unique fashion, any

question ** N.L.” readers care to submit lo bim.

But, although of a cerlainty

the resulls will be amusing and enteriaining, the Edilor lakes no responsibility
for their veracily., Wrile lo Handforth, clo the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, lo-day.

“BURGLAR BILL " (Bolton) informs me
that he’s going to burgle Study D at St.
Frank’s, and he bets I don’t capture him.
What a hope—1 mean, what a hope you’ve
got of esecaping! I shall be waiting for you
with my rusty revolver and my peashooter.,
And I've got a copy of your fingerprints, too.
I shouldn’t advise you to write letters when
you’ve got greasy paws next time. No, my
lad. Keep away from St. Frank’s if you want
Jto retaim your freedowm.

“ ELSIE " (Torquay) asks for a few par-
ticulars about myself. As my inquirer is a
gir], I'll forsake my natural modesty and give
her a few details. I’m as strong as a bull;
I can run like a horse and swim like a fish.
Ive got eyes like a hawk, and ears like a dog.
(By Jeve! Do you call yourself a humun
being, Handy 7—Xb.)

“U. M. AIKMELE AFFE " (Carlisle).—
What's the idea of giving yourself a name
like that, you chump? You make me laugh.
1f you think that Gore-Pearce has got manly
features—well, all I can say 1s that you'd
better buy }uuu,-.t:[f another paimr of E‘}E"ﬂ Yes,
Irene 1s a Ch..tlﬂ]lll,f.]; girl, isn't she? Don’t
you think we’re well-matched ?

g the first, 1 suggest—

E. E. W. (Battersea).—It's lucky for you
that you didn’t put your full name and
address in your letter, 1f you had-—well, Bat.
tersea MHospital would have had an extra
patient by now.

JACK MUSGRAVE (Upper Norwood).—
“ How many miles an hour does the world go
round, and how many eggs docs an ant lay
in an hour?’ Sorry, but 1'm not quite sure
of the answers to those two posers. Regard-
quite free—that you
go up in an aeroplane and take with you
a stop-watch. In reply to the second ques-
tion, I think you’d better ’phone up Mrs, Ant
and ask to be put through to “irlquirieﬁ i

““LION " (London).—I thought your sug-
gestion that 1 should write up my cxpeuemea
in Arizona and have them published in the
Old Paper an excellent one. Unfortunately,
the Editor thought otherwise—of course, he
would, the mouldy fathead! I fear you get
sarcastic in your letter. I do not appreciate
sarcasm. Your last question is dotty, How
many beans make five? One less than six,
of course! You can’t catch me napping, you
know !

EDWARD OSWALD.

Betty. “I'm afraid I'm awfully carcless
about my bike. I knew there was some-
lhmg wrong with the brake, but as it kept
pulling up all right I didn’t bother to adjust
A | thmtght it would be all right until to-
IMOrrow,

“When did the brake first start going
wrong 7"

“Well, it didn’'t go wrong at al[ -until I
was nmlly here,”” replied the girl, I was in
a terrible huu_w.r to get home “from Banning-
ton, and as I came down one or two of the
Iul]s I heard a kind of clicking when I put
on the brake. But it acted quite well, and
1 didn’t want to stop on the dark road.”

“What about the other brake?”

has been
confessed

“I'm afraid the front brake
pretty well useless for some weeks,”
Betty. “I hardly ever used it.”

“Well, 'm blessed!” said Waldo, looking
at her rather wrathfully, “If that’s not like
a girl. You let the front brake go wonky,
and when the back brake starts on the same
game, you trust to luck—hoping that it will
last out!”

avfully sorry!” said Betty con-
tritely. *““I ought to have seen to it—and in
future I shan't be so carcless. IEverything
went all right until I started coming down
this hill. I knew 1t was a steep one, but as
I was in & hurry, I pedalled rather too hard,

“1'in
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‘and then, when I put my brake on, some-
thing happened.”

“It went bust?”’

“] don't think it would have done, only I
happened to hit a big rut at the same time,”
explained Betty. “My lamp was jerked
out; there was an awful clatter from the
back, and when I grabbed the brake-lever,
nothing happened. I couldn’t stop at all—
and I went faster and faster and faster!”

“You would !” nodded the schoolboy,

“At first I thought of steering into the
hedge, and then I remembered that the
hedge was *smothered with brambles,”” con-
tinued Betty. “Some of us had been black-
berrying along this lane—and I knew how
thornv these hedges were. But before 1
could make up my mind to do anything else
I saw you, and—and— Well, you saved
me !’

“Only to drop vou so carelessly that vou
ricked your ankle!” said Waldo, in a sclf-
mccusing voice, ‘I hope you'll forgive me,
Miss Betty."”

" “Don’t be so silly,” she replied, smiling.
“How could you help it? You had to drop
.me—you couldn’t hold me in the air like
‘that indefinitely, could you? It was my
silly fault for not being ready. If you don't
mind, I think I'll be getting along now.”

“I'll lend you a hand,” said Waldo.

“No, really, it doesn't matter,”’ she said,
attempting to rise. ‘I think 1 shall be

5

0-0-oh! Crumbs! I—I can't use that ankle
at all! Oh my hat, I believe I'm crocked !”

She fell back with a little gasp, and it was
quite evident that she would do no walking
that night!

CHAPTER 8.
The Knight-Errant!
ALDO felt quite annoyed. _
“Don’t you be so jolly inde-
pendent, Misz DBetty!” he said
sternly, “You've hurt your ankle,

and you've got to let me bandage it, or
something. Now then—let's have a look "

“I—I didn’t quite realise it was so bad,”
she murmured, her face pale with agony.

He went down on his knees, and gently
felt the ankle. It was already considerably
swollen, and he saw the girl wince as he
touched her. He was satisfied that no bone
was broken. But, undoubtedly, the sprain
was severe.

““Do vou think vou can take your stocking
off ¥ he asked suddenly.

“Really, 1t’s not necessary—

“Off with it!"” said Waldo grufily. *I'm
going to put a cold water bandage round that
ankle. It's the only thing I can do in the
cires, but'it's better than nothing. It'll help
to reduce the inflammation.”

S
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He took his handkerchief and ran to the
hitle stream. lIe soaked the handkerchief
thoroughly, after folding 1t into a rough
bandage. And when he got back he found
that Betty had pulled her stocking well down
—as he had anticipated. X

“T'bat’s good!” he said briskly., “Now,
notd &till! Jt'll hurt a bit as I draw 1t tight
but 1t'1l soon be over.’”’

She said nothing, but he noticed that she
clenched her fists and set her teeth. He
rently lifted: her leg, applied the bandage,
anch pmiled the stocking closcly over 1t.

“'T'hat’ll hold it in position, I think,” hc [

remarked. " You mustn't move for a bit,
either.”

“I—I don’'t know how I'm going to gct
home,” she said 1n a worrled voice.

“Don’t bother about that now-—you’ll get
home all right,”” Waldo replied.

She secured her stocking and then looked
at him gratefully. She had taken rather a
fancy to Stanley Waldo at their first mect
ing, and now she was quite sure that he was
the nicest fellow in the whole of Bt. Frank's.

“I wonder how I can get back?” she
whispered. “1I'm dreadfully late already,
and the other girls will be scared about me.”

“Bother the other girls!” said Waldo.
“And don't worry about getting along just
yet. You must rest for a bit. If it doesn’t
sound too inquisitive, may I ask why you
were flying along this lane, on a wonky
bike, at this late hour of the evening?”

“I'm afraid I was brecaking bounds,” con-
fessed the girl.

“Phew! Is it a habit of yours to break
bounds like this?”

*“No, of course not !’ she said rather indig-
nantly “And if it comes to that, what
were you doing here? You're supposed to
be in bed by this time, aren’t you?”

“Well, it wasn’t exactly my own fault,
caid Waldo. “Some rotter bottled me up 1n
one of the dungeons under the Priory ruins.
[t took me two or three hours to get out.”

“Oh, what a beastly trick!” suid Betty.
“Do you mean that some of the boys put you
there 7”

“Not the boys,” said Waldo. " A man—
that fellow who escaped from the convict
prison some little time ago. A rotter named

Wilkes." :
“I remember,” said Betty, ‘‘There was
quite a scare at the time. Everybody

thought that he had escaped from the dis-
trict.”

“Well, he scems to be here still,” said the
junior. “I rather think he’s got his knife
into me, too. You sce, it was my father
who secured his conviction, and he has sworn
to be revenged—or something dotty like
that.” ‘

“YHow dreadful!” said DBetty, looking at
him with deep concern. ““You might be in
danger.”’

He laughed.

“Never mind me,” ho said easily. "I'm
not scared of the brute, I got out of that
dungeon, anyhow—and I'm glad, now, that
he put me there.”
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“You're glad 7"

“I'm glad bhecauso I was able to be 1n
this lane at the right moment,”” explained
Waldo. .

“Oh, I sce!”’ she said. “I don’t know
what I should have done if you hadn’t been
here. I think I should have hurt myselt
pretty badly. I know I was going cleap
over that cfiff."

“We won't talk about 1t,” said Waldo. ‘1

want to know what you were doing, break-
Some of the Remove chaps have
Moor View girls

g bodmds,

told me that you are

regular sports and that you get up to all
the tricks. Bur I didn't think you were quite
s0 reckless.”

“We're not, as a rule,”’ said the girl. “1
was terribly silly to go to Bannington like
that. The fact 13, I went to the Palladium.”

“The pieture theatre?”

“Yes. And now I'm sorry I went,” said
Betty, the worried frown returning to her
face. “Even if I do manage to get back to
the school I might be spotted by Miss Bond
or somebody.  And it’ll mean the sack, I'm
afraid. It's a dreadfully serious thing !’

“There's no reason why Miss Bond should
know anythine about it,”” said Waldo calmly.

|

“I'm going to see you home, Betty—and I

don't think there’'ll be much difficulty.”

“But I can't walk,” she said, looking down
at her ankle, “and it’s about a mile to the
senool.”

“I'm goeing to carry you,”’ said the junior.

“Carry med”

“Of course!”

“All the way?”

“All the way,” smiled Waldo.

“I won't let you do it !’ she said firmly.
“It—it wouldn’'t be fair! Besides, you

couldn’t do it. You couldn’t cirry me a mile
like that!”’

“Nothing easier!” said Stanley Waldo,
with a chuckle, “I dare say you've heard
that I'm a rummy sort of fellow. It’s

nothing for me to carry a hght-weight like
you. It'll be a pleasure, I can assure you!”

“It's—it’s awfully decent of you, Waldo,”
said the girl softly. “I'm afraid I shall
have to take advantage of your kindress.
I'm sure I can't walk, and even if my bike
was sound I couldn’t ride it.”’

“Therefore, you're going to let me carry
von,” said Waldo erisply. ““And the sooner
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we start, the better. You've had quite a
little rest, and so have I. Aro vou rcady?"”

“Yes, I think sa,” she said,
really 1s too bad—"’

Nﬂu then—hold tight!” said Waldo, *I
dare say it'll give you a twinge at first, but
vouw'll soon get used to it.’

He bent down, helped her to half-rise, and
then he took her easily and bghtly n his
arms., Bheé was only a slim girl, and her
weight was practically nothing for him,
Besides, he was so strong—phenamenally
strong—that he carried her as though she
were a mecre child.

“Comfy ?” he asked, when he reached the
road.

“1I think it's awfully good of you-——"

“Ankle hurt much?”’

“It aches a bit,” said DBetty, *“You'll
have to stop and rest every mow and again.
I can’t quite undErstand it; you scem to be
carrying me so easily.”

He laughed, and strode on with just his
ordinary step.

“What are you going to do about the
ankle?” he asked. '‘I meaun, how can you
explain it to your I'orm-mistress—or  Miss
Bond ?”

“I don't quite know,”’ replied Betty, *“1
can’t tell any fibs about it, of course. But
there’s really no reason why I should ex-
plain all the facts, is there? I could just
say I sprmned my ankle, and I don't sup-

ose- thes}' Il press me to explam where and

ow.”

“Of course not,” said Waldo. “You might
have done it on the stairs, or in falling over
or something like that. The mam thmg
15 for you to get indoors without being

nabbed.”

“Hadn't you betier take a rest now?”
asked the girl.

“I don’t need a rest yet,'’ replied Stanley
Waldo. “Look here, Miss Betty, I want you
to gne me your word of honour that you
won't say anything about this affair.”

“But I must!” insisted Betty. “Ircnc
and Doris and the others will question me,
and 1t'll seem awfully funny 1f I don't ex-
plain—"

“You can tell your -friends, if you like,
but I mean I don’t want vou to say anything
about me to your Form-mistress,” explained
Waldo. “There's just a chance that you
might be twigged as you go in—accidents will
always happen, you know—and I wouldn't
like Miss Bond to know that I had helped
you like this, and carried you home.”

“Yes; she might tell your headmaster, and
then you would get into trouble,’” said Betty.

“1 dida't quite mean that.”

“Oh, I see!” said the girl. **What you
really meant was that it might be unpleasant
fg;' me 1f Miss Bond got to know about
this,’

“Well, you know what these headmistresses
are,”’ said Waldo vaguely. “If you are
twigged, it would be better for you to say
that vour bike went wrong, that you ricked
your ankle and that you wereo late in con-

ry

“But it*
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sequence,  That's all perfectly true—and it
would be a good excuse. No need to wen-
Liun me at all’

“*Well, 1f you rcally think so—

k2

e | do, mtcrrupttd the schoolboy., * Will
you pmnus:} i

b l"e

"(.«00(1 * said Waldo,  "Thanks, Miss
Betty. ril only make you give mé that

promise just in case. I don’t suppose for a
moment that anything will go wrong.
Naturally, I shan't tell any of the fpllows
about this—they’d OHI_} chip me. T

“Yes, 1 think you're right,” said the girl
slowly.
| She again suggested that he should set her
down and take a rest; but he laughed at the
suggestion and walked on with as much ease
as ever. There was really something won-
derful about this junior. He was just like
any of the other chaps—and yet, at the same
time, he was so different. Even a burly
fellow like Handforth could not have carried
Betty so casily and effortlessly. He might
have refused to take rest, but he would have
been labouring under the weight of his
burden. But Stanley Waldo clearly suffered
absolutely no fatigue. It was not bravado
on his part.

And so, at last, the Moor View School

hove i1n sight,
“*Now,. which is the best way ¥ asked Waldo

=

| softly. “The main gates are closed, 1
suppose 7"
** And locked, too,”’ said Betty., “There's .
a little wall just on this side, and if yon

could lower me over it I might be able to
hobble to the dormitory window, It's not
far, and T expect the girls will be on the
look-out for me.”

“You're not going to do any hobbling
while I'm here,” replied Waldo. “I'll get
you over the wall—and carry you to the
window.”

A moment later the low wall was reached.
Waldo gently raised her up, and sat her
on top of the u.a[[

“Don’t move,” he whispered.
there for a tick.”

He vaulted over, reached up, took her in
his arms again, and carried her cautiouslv
and stealthily through the grounds towards
the big bulk of the school wall, which loomed
near. -

“Which is the dormitory window?"
breathed.

Betty pointed.

“That's the one—up there,”

“Just stay

he

she whispered.

I"I don’t know what I shail do if the other

girls aren't awake, I can't elimb up, and I
daren’t call to them.”

“Let's hope for the best,”
Waldo.

They arrived immediately beneath the
window of the girls’ dormitory; and there,
to Waldo's satisfaction, was a strong rope.
It was dangling down from that wupper
window, evidently in readiness.

He gave a gentlo tug at the rope and it

murmured

resisted. He tugged again. Two or threo
| heads appeared over the window-sill above,
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Betty grabbed at the dangling rope and, watching, Waldo saw her hoisted slowly up to the dormitory

window ; saw her dragged in to disappear from view.

and there were some low, startled ejacula-
tions,

“That you, Betty 7’ came a soft call.

“Yes!” whispered Betty Barlowe.

“All serene!” came the voice of Irene
Manners. ‘“You bounder! We've had the
wind up vertical about youl! Where have
you been all this time? Grab the rope, and
we'll haul you up !’

“All right!” breathed Betty, turning to
Waldo. “Good-night—and thanks awjfully
for all that you've done!”

“Good-night, Miss Belty—and thank you
awfully,” ehackled Waldo. “I'll pop round
to-morrow to see how that ankle 1.
Cheerio V"’

He slipped away into the bushes, and so
eilent were his movements that he was like
a ‘shadow. One or two of the girls above
thought they saw a dim form moving away,
but they certainly heard nothing. And they
wondered 1f their imaginations had played
themm false.

Watching., Waldo saw' the girl hoisted

‘““ Good egg ! ”’ he muttered contentedly.

slowly to the dormitory window ; he saw her
dragged 1n, and then the dormtory window
was softly closed.

“Good egg !’ he murmured contentedly.

— i

CHAPTER 9.
Hard to Believel

HEN Waldo got to St. Frank’s, the
W school clock was just chiming the
hour of midnight. He grmned
cheerfully as he slipped noiselessly

into the West Square.

“The witching hour—and all’'s well!” he
murmured. “ At least, I hope that all's well.
I've been expecting a master or two and a
squadron of prefects to be waiting for me.
But I expeet they got fed up, and have gone
to bed.”

He knew that there must have been some
concern over his absence. Ile had missed
calling-over and supper, and it was certain
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that the masters had made 1inguiries about
him.. However, it was no good worrying
over these possibilities. 1The main thing was
to get indoors, and to get to bed.

After his climb of the P’riory tower it was
nothing for him to skim up the Ancient
House wall. There was ivy here to help, and
within a few moments he was sitting on the
window-sill of his dormitory. Ho pushed the
window gently open and stepped 1n.

“Good!” he murmured. “They're
asleep !’

IHe looked at Fullwood and Russell in the
gloom, and they did not stir. He looked at
his own bed—and started. Somebody was in
it , |

“Well, here’s a nice snag!" he murmured,
frowning,

He bent closer, and recognised the slecping
junior as Harry Gresham. Then it occurred
to him that he must have made a mistake.
These three juniors were Gresham and
Duncan and Adams. He had got into the
wrong dormitory. All the windows looked
alike, and he had counted wrongly.

Well, it didn't matter. He was rather
relieved. His own dormitory was next
door. .

He slipped out quietly, got into the

passage, and spddnnly came to a halt. Some-
body was moving about.

In fact, he almost ran into threo dim
figures, and they halted and stared at him,

“Who's that?’ came a startled whisper.

“Only me,” said Waldo coolly.  “Gore-
Pearce, isn't 1t9”

Clande Gore-Pearce gave a littie sigh of
1elief.

“You silly idiot!” he muttered.
gave me a turn! Have you just como in?”

Gulliver and DBell breathed more freely
now, They were all fully dressed, and were,
in fact, about to steal off—on their nocturnal
vistt to the White Harp. Gore-Pearce
vanted to colleet his winning money, and
Gulliver and Bell were going with him be-
cuuse there might be a chance of a ““bit of
sport.”

They were relieved to hear Waldc's voice—
to know that he had got back safe and sound.
All their uneasiness concerning him was at
an end. |

“I'm not interested in what you fellows
are doing out here, or where you are going,”
said Stanley Waldo, his voice curiously grim;
“but before you go off I'd like a few words
of explanation from you.”

“What do you mean?"” asked Gore-Pearce
vneastly.

“You know what I mean,” said Waldo.
““You fooled me mnicely, didn't you? Pre-
tended to be so interested in me—wanted to
be friends, and all that. And all the time
yvou were only preparing that frame-up.”

- “Trame-up?” muttered Gore-Pearce. “I
don’t know what you mean!” :

“Do you deny that that man Newton was
in with yout"

“Well, I—I—"

“You

!
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“Don’t try to invent any lies,”
scornfully, “You tricked mo into climbing
that tower, knowing that_ Wilkes was ab
the top, ready to bludgeon me.”

At this, Gore-Pearce & Co. fairly jumped.

said Waldo

“Bludgeon you!” gasped Gulliver, “But—
but we didn't know
“You'rec mad!” said Gore-Pearce. “Wa

don't know anything about a man named
Wilkes. By gad! Was there somebody
waiting for vou at the top of that tower?”

“There was,” said Waldo. “A very
picasant gentleman with a club. He knocked
me scenseless, dragged me down to the duu-
gcons, and locked me in one of them,”

COMING NEXT WEEK!
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“My only aunt!” breathed Bell, aghast.

“Are you tryving to be funny?” snapped
Core-Pearce. **You can't spoof us with this
idiotic yarn—-""

“It's true—and vou know it's true!” broke
in Waldo angrily, “You're a set of con-
founded rogues to be mixed up in such a
rctten business!”

Claude Gore-Pearce was struck by the new
bey’s tone.

“Look here, Waldo,” he said earnestly.
“You're all wrong! Hang it, I'll admit that
[ fooled you and tho other chaps, but I
didn’t know anything about a man being
on the top of that tower, ready to attack
you !”

“You didn't know?”
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. “'Of courge I didn't! I wouldn’t be a party
to.such a crooked dodge!l”

“Then, why did you induce me to climb
that tower?”

MTo win a bet,
Pearce.

*Oh, a bet!”
" That fellow, Newlon, ridiculed the idea
thrat you could elimb the tower,” said Gore-
Fearce. “1I bet him five pounds that you
could - do 1t—and he aceepted., And as |
rother wanted that fiver 1 tried to wangle

ke thing.”.

“Oh!” said Waldo.

Light came to him in a flood.

of <wourse,” said Gore-

He was

“THE ARRESTED
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relieved.  Gore-Pearce and his pals were
rascally enough, but they were not so crooked
as Waldo had feared. They had been only
mmterested i the bet,

But it was clear enough that Newton had
cngineered the whole thing, He had started
the ball rolling with that bet, and the
ti-ree schoolboys had tumbled headlong into
the trap. Without knowing what they were
doing, they had induced Waldo to elimb
that tower. Newton was the only one who
had known what the result of that climb
vould be

“You believe me, don’t you?” asked Gore-
Fearce

“Yes,” said Waldo. “Now that you’ve
nmentioned the five quid bet, I believe you.

3l

=oery I thought such rotten things about
you, Gore-Pearce. All the same, ’ve a good
mind to give you a thrashing. You're a

fraud I

“Cave!” came a hurried whisper from
Culliver., !

A door had opened lower down the
corridor, and the cads of Study A fled.

They ran pell mell to the end of the corridor,
turned the bend, and waited.

“What’s all this jabbering out here?” came
a well known voice.

“It’s only that i1diot, Handforth!” mut-

tered Gore-Pearce. “Come on! We'd
better get downstairs and slip out. If we

con't, Handforth will kick up a dust, and
some prefects might come.”
“But will it be safe?”
nervously
“If we don’t get out now, we might no#
get out at all to-night,” replied Gore-Pearce.
“I mecan to colleet that money of mine.”

TALDO found himself surrounded by

W Handforth and Church and

McClure, and before they could

say anything to him, Nipper and

Travers and a few others arrived. Ivery-

body had been more or less on the alert, and

ihe voices in the corridor had aroused the
juniors.

“So you've come back, have you?” said
[iandforth sternly.

Waldo was in no way perturbed. He was
clad to know thas Gore-Pearce & Co. had
r.ot actually plotted against him. They had
gone now, and he was not interested in them
any more.

“1 suppose there’s been a bit of trouble?”
ne said coolly. “I was half expecting to
find some masters and prefects waiting for
me.”’ .

“They gave
“Thought you

asked Gulliver

Enu up,” explained Nipper.
ad gone off for the night

somewhere, T expect. What’s the idea of
crawling in like this at midnight?”
““T was detained,” said Waldo.
“Whero—and how?” " demanded Hand-
forth.

“ At the Priory ruins, in a dungeon.”

“What on earth—"

“Somebody kindly knocked me on the
head, .made me unconscious for about an

‘bour, and when I woke up I was in cne

of the Priory dungeons,” explained Waldo.
“ Fortunately, I managed to get out--="

“Wait a minute!” interrupted Nipper,
“Are you trying to pull our legs, Waldo?”

““Not at all,”

“We know that you werc at the Priory
rainsg, dear old fellow,” said Travers. “ (Gore-
Fearco told us all about that. He made
w five quid bet with some sportsman that
vou couldn’t clhinb the Priory tower.”

“Well, T elimbed it,” said Waldo. *““And
wben 1 got to the top, another sportsman
sirang out on me and knocked meo silly.”

The listening juniors could be forgiven
‘o1 being sceptical.



32

“This sounds a bit thick,” said Handforth
suspiciously.  “I believe you're trying to
spoof us, you bounder!”

“No, I'm not,” said Young Waldo. “It
was that brate, Wilkes, I believe—the man
who escaped from the convict prison the
cther day.”

“Oh1"

“He was lying in wait for me at Lhe tOfb
of that tower,” continued Waldo. *‘As
told wvou, he knocked me on (he head,
dragged me down the stairs, and shut me
up 1n one of the old dungeons.”

“He must have heard about that bet, and
he saw an opportunity of attacking you,”
said Nipper. ‘‘But what was his 1dea, I
wonder ?”

“I don't know—unless he meant to leave
me in the dungeon to die of starvation and
thirst,” said Waldo. ‘““And that hardly
scems probable.”

“How did you get out?” _

“I found a loose stone, and worked at 1t
until I got it out,” replied the new boy.
“It was a long job, and at first I thought
that I shouldn’t succeed. But perseverance
1= a great thing.”

“A loose stone?” said Nipper thoughtfully.
““I explored those Priory du igcons once,
and I remember that the walls are made ol
great slabs of rock.” -

“Yes, they're fairly big,” said Waldo.
“The one I got out weighed over a hundred-
weight, I should think.”

“(QGreat Scott!”

“It was a long job, as I've told
continued Waldo. “It wasn't until hal
ten that I got out——"

He paused, realising that he had been
unwise, perhaps, in mentioning the time.

“Half-past ten?” repeated Nipper. “Did
vou get out of the dungcon at half-past
ten ?”

*Yes,” replied Waldo.

There was no way of evading that question,
and he really saw no reason why he should
tell a deliberate lie.

“If you got out of the dungeon at half-
past ten, why weren’t you here sooner?”
azlkked Nipper, wonderingly. “It's not mo-e
than ten minutes’ walk to the Priory, and
yvet it's past midnight now. What the
dickens have you been doing for the past
hour and a half?”

Waldo thought of Betty Barlowe, and cof
the promise he had made.

“Oh, I was delayed a bit,” he said vaguely.
““Nothing much.”

““Delayed where—at the Priory?”

“Not exactly.”

“What do you mean, then?”

“Is this cross-examination
atked Waldo mildly,

“Well, you'll be required to give a full
explanation to the Housemaster in the morn-
ing,” said Church. “Mr. Leo was waiting
up for you until nearly eleven, I think., If
you had come straight ﬂama you would have

:’.'Eé';t

neccssary ?”

L

1

1

I

|
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cnught him before ho went to bed. Why
didn’'t you come? What kept you all this
time ?”

“Yes,” said Handforth sternly.  ““Out

with 1t, my scn!  What
doing 7"

“I'm sorry, but I'd rather not say,” said
Waldo, realising that his attitude must seem
strange to the others. “Please don't make
a mystery out of nothing. There's not mdch
in it, really. I was—well, I was delayed.
That’s all.” |

“Were you alone all the time?
Handforth.,

“If it’s all the same to you, I'd rather not
say,” replied Waldo steadily,

““That means that you weren’t alone,” re-
torted Handforth, *“By George! I didn’t
think that you were a fellow Ilike that,
Waldo. I didn't think you were the kind to

o out on the razzle after lights-out! As
or this yarn about being knocked on the
head by somebody and shoved into a dun-
geon, you don't really expect us to believe
that, do you?”

“You mneedn’'t believe it unless you like—
but it happens to be true.”

“TI’'ll have a look at that dungeon to-mor-
rcw—to see what kind of a hole you mads
in the wall,” said Handforth coldly,

Neither he nor the others could be blamed
for suspecting Stanley Waldo. His refusal
to give any account of his movements since
half-past ten indicated that his story was
faked up. It had seemed thin all along., It
was impossible for him to produce anybody
who could corrobcrate that yarn., And it
really seemed that he had been doing some-
thing which he did not want the others to

know about, which surely meant that it was
something shady,

“I'm sorry,” he said quictly, “I don’t
want you fellows to think that 1've been on
the tiles, or anything like that., I don't go
in for pub-haunting or-gambling.”

“Then why don’t you tell us what you've
been doing since half-past ten—since you
got out of that dungeon?” asked Church
bluntly,

“If he wants to keep quiet about it, let
him keep quiet,” growled Handforth. *“We
don’t want to be inquisitive, do we? We
don’t want to inquire into his beastly affairs!
Blow him! Let's get back to bed!”

“Yes, I think we'd better go,” said Nip-
per.

They went, after bidding Stanley Waldo
rather a cold good-night,  Their manner

had become distant. 13 attitude had rather
antagonised them,

So Waldo himself went to bed in an un-
happy frame of mind. He had been get-
ting on so well at St. Frank's that he felt
that this shadow was the beginning of a try-
ing period.

He dimly suspected that Sam Wilkes was
plotting actively against him, That Priory

affair had been a mere incident in it.,  What
was the convict's real game?

have you been

" demanded
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CHAPTER 10.
A Surprise For Sam Wilkes!

LAUDE GORE-PEARCE  pauscd
‘ half-way down the lane to lLight a

cigarette,

“Bafe  enough  here,” he re
marked. “There’s not a chance in a thou-
sand that we shall meet anybody.  What

do you make of all that yarn that Waldo
fold us?” he added abruptly.

“Bounds fishy to me,” said Gulliver,

oI believe he was just trying to put the
'hl'ihlll"up ug,” said Belll  "What rot! 1
mean, telling us that somebody coshed him
on the head and threw him uto one of the
dungeons! Who the deuee would do a thing
hiie that?” '

They got to the White Harp without meet-
g anybody, and after they had tapped
lightly upon-the back door, it was opened for
them by Mr. Porlock hinsself,

“Well, young gents, what's the idea ol
this?” asked the landloed, not enthrely
pleased. “‘There’s no special party on to-
niglt, you know. I'm just on the point of
gemg to bed. We're all shut up.”

“That’s all right,” sanl Gore-Pearce, * As
long as we've found you up, Mr. Porlock,
that's all that maiters. 1'vo come along to
ce.llect my winning money—and you hold
ti.¢ stakes.”

“*Oh, that money!” said Jonas Porlock,
rodding. “I’d forgotten.  That's righg,
Master Gore-Pearce. You won that bet,
didn’t you? My, Newton told me about it.”

“Is he here?” asked Gore-Pearce.

“Yes—in the bar-parlour. You'd better
come along in.”

The three schoolboys were admitted, and
they found Mr, Newton sitting in the bar-
parlour, smoking and reading in front of

the fire, _ ,
Yet, somchow, he was Iﬂokmf‘; g bit
anxions, and he did not secem at all pleased

to see the St. Frank's boys.

“You can't stay long. you know,” he said
eruflly. “T’'m just going te bed —and so is
Mr. Porlock. It's a pity you didn’t wait
until to-morrow.”

“It's awkward for us to come here ordin
arily,” explained Gore-Pearce. **You know
what our masters are. We get into trouble
if we're seen entering this place.”

“Anybodv might thing it was a den of
thieves!” said Mz, Porlock. with indignation,
“It's a pity these schoolmasters ean't be a
bit more broadminded. Here's a respect-
ible country inn »

“Well, dov’t go off the deep end,” inter-
rupted Newton impatiently. “This boy won
his bet, Porleck, and you hold the money.
You'd better give it to himm.  When I lose
a het I pay up—and keep smiling.”

“¥You don’t seem very happy about it,”
remarked Gore-Pearce.

Newton only grunted. He was jumpy and
nervous. He kept glancing towards the
deor, or the window, as though he expected
womething to happen,  The coming of these
three sehoolbovs had upset him.
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He watched almost nervously as My, Por-
lock slowly produced the notes, and counted
them over,

“Hurry up!” said Newtoa sharply. *“Don’t
take all night, Porlock.”

“What's biting you?” asked the landlord,
staring.

“*Nothing,” grunted Newton. *‘But you
told me you were going to bed—--"

“So I am,” sard Porlock. “No need to
get excited. Well, here’s your money, young
ent," he added, handing the ten pounds te
sore-Pearce. “Mr, Newton seems a bit
touchy, so if T was you I'd clear off.”

_ Gore-Pearce took the money, and pocketed
1L,

“Good!” he said with sacisfaction, ““We
wen't stay here if we're not wanted.”

Newten went to the door with thena.

“Everything alt right up at St. Frank’s?’
he asked casually, as they were about to go.

“Yes, as far as I know,” said Gore-Pearce.

“Everybody in bed and asleep, 1 sup-
pose?” ¥

“Yes, of course.” )

“Oh!” said Mr. Newton,

“That chap Waldo didn't tuin up at bed-
time,” eontinued Gore-Pearce. 1 believe
the Hceusemaster waited up fer him for a
bit, but Leswent to bed in the end.”

“So that Waldo kid didn’t turn up?” asked

Mr. Newton casually.  “Well, it’s none of
my business.”
But he could not hide the note of satis-

faction from his voice. It was evident that
his ecarlier inquiries had been just feelers.
Yet he nad not liked to mention Waldo’s
name, in case Gore-Pearce & Co. connected
him with Waldo's disappearance.

“The chap didn’t turn up until we were
coming away,” went on Gore-Pearce. “We
ran into him in the passage——"

“He's turned up?’ ejaculated
utterly startled.

“Yes—jnst a
night.”

“But—but how did he turn up?” demanded
Newton sharply.

“Ie told some silly sort of yarn about the
dungeons at the Priory,” said Gulliver.
“Said he had been imprisoned there by some

vofter, after being knocked on the head.”®

“What nonsense!” said Mr. Newten, with
a foreed laugh,

““Well, it does seem 2 bit steep,” agreed
CGore-Pearse.  ““He said he had an awful job
in escaping from the dungeon——-"

“Tscaping!” broke in Newton, more
startled than eover. *“®o you mecan to say
that he escaped?”

“Why, do yon know anything about 1t?"
asked Gore-Pearce, staring.

“No, of course not, but—but—— What
should I know?” demanded Newton harshly.
“I've lost five quid cn the kid already, and
I'm siek of him!  All right; you'd betler
be going. Good-night!”

He closed the door hefore they could make

Newton,

minute or two after mid-
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any reply, and they looked at one another
in astonishment as they heard the bolts being
stof,

“Something rummy about that!” said
(Gore-Pearce, as they walked down the back
path,  “I believe that Waldo was knocked
on the head and shoved in a dungeon., And
Newton knew all about it, too! That's why
he took us off so hurriedly in his car.”

“I can't make head or tail of "
Gulliver.

“If you ask me,” said Bell, *“there's some-
thing rotten about the whole business.”

“Well, what does it matter to us?"” said
Gore-Pearce. “I've won thz bet, and Waldo
hasn't come to any harm. So why should
we worry?”

said

bar-parlour with short, nervous strides.
“So the kid's escaped” he wmuttered.
“Gosh!

JI}.[ NEWTON paced up and down the

He's as big a wonder as his
father! IXven Sam didn't expect anything
like this. The whole game will be ruined!”

Porlock went to bed, and the rest of the
houschold had long since i1etired. Newton
was left alone in the bar-parlour, having
promised to put the light out when he was
ready. But apparently he wasn't ready
just yet—and Mr, Porlock was perfectly will-
ing to let him remain downstairs if he wanted
to. He paid well, and so did Mr. Sam
Wilkes.

The landlord understood that Mr. Wilkes
had paid a flying visit-to London, and that
he was coming back on a late train—walk-
ing from Bannington, Newton had promised
to wait up and let him in. Whether Mr.
Porlock believed this story of a London trip
did not matter. It wasn't his business,
anyhow.

A tap sounded on the window of the bar-
parlour and Jim Newton started. Then he
hurried out of the passage and opened the
back door,

“That you, Sam?"” he asked hoarsely.

“Who else did you think it was?” retorted
Sam Wilkes, a3 he came in, “Porlock in
bed ?”

“Yes.'"

“Best place,” said Wilkes. “That fellow
knows how to conduct this place, Jim. Isn't
too curious.”

“Confound Porlock!”
“How did you get on ?”

Sam Wilkes was looking flushed, and there

snapped Newton.

mm—
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was an expression of gloating triumph in his
eyves,

“First class,” ke replied. *“One of tha
casiest jobs I've ever pulled off, Jim, 1'll
just have a drink and a smoke, and then I'll
hop off to that old ruin and let that kud
out."”

“You'li waste your time,” said Newton.
“He's escaped !” ? :

Wilkes' espression chianged; he stared at
the other with absolute consternationi .

“EKscaped!"” he ejaculated. “How da gou
know? Yoa're mad! He couldn’t. 2sdiipe
from that place! 'The door is a foot thick.”

“I don’t Gare how thick the door is—he
escaped !” said Newton. ““Those three kids
have been down here again. They only left
five minutes before you came here. ‘They

b said that Waldo turned up abour midnight.”

“But—but it's impossible!” panted Wilkes.
“T1 bolted him in By thunder! He's aa
slippery as his father! "I'hey were never able
to hold Waldo—and it scems that his son is
just the same. It's uncanny!”

“Never mind about it being uncauny,” said
Newton. " How i1s it going to affect your
plan?”

“Jus: at first I thought it would ruin it,”’
said Wilkes. " But you say that he didn't
turn up until midmght?"

“That's what the boys {old me.”

“Then it wor't mutter so much,”” replied
the escaped convict, a gleam of cunning
coming into his eyes. “If he had escaped
earlier it would have made a big alteration.
In fact, I couldn’'t have worked the thing
at all—because he would have had an alibi,
But as he didn't get back to the school until
midnight. everything can go on as I've
planned.”

“It's a risky game, Sam——

“Risky nothing !"” interrupted Wilkes.
“I'm going to have my revenge on that kid's
father!” he added, with sudden vehemence.
“Understand? I've got it all fixed!"

“Be carcful that you ain’'t too clever,
Sam,” grunted Mr. Newton. “You might

L

get yourself into a mess.”

“There’ll be no mess for me—but wait until
to-morrow,” said Wilkes exultantly. “That
kid will find himself in a mess—and a big

one, tool And it'll mean disgrace for that
father of his! T tell you, Jim, it's an abso-
lute cert! I've got that kid where I waut

1

him now!
THFE END.

EXCITING—THRILLING—DRAMATIC !

"The Arrested Schoolboy!

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY!
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Things Heard

HAT about some more photographs?

Don’t forget that all readers who

gend me theirs get mine in return.

And if those you send me are

suitable for production, and are accompanied
by your permission to publish them, they
Cmay appear in these columns sooner or later.
It secems to me that the more photes of my-
sclf 1 send out, the better. At least, I hope
the majority of readers don’t think the same
as Herbert Duflin, of Earlsfield, who wrote
to me: T am very pleased with your pheto-
graph. I had magined that you were an old
rentleman with erutches, so to speak.” Well,
I'm glad to say I haven’t got to that stage
yet. By the way, always bear
m mind that I welcome letters

from all our readers.
“+ w+ *

FADERS who want to
R write to me, or send
me their photographs,

should address their
letters: Edwy Searles Brooks,
[Editorial Office, “ Nelson Lee

Library,” Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4. Don’t make the mis-

take of thinking that this 13
my office. It’s the Iiditor’s.
And he, being a kind gentle-
man, has promised to send all
your letters on to me. I'm not
there every day like he 1s. I've added this
bit because so many readers will keep think-
ing I'm the Iditor. I'm only the author of
the St. Frank’s stories. Don’t blame me

[or anything else!l
* * +*

‘ ‘ manhood? Qur photograph this
week is of Mr. Ired Oates, of
Devonport, and he tells me that he will be
twenty-seven in August. He doesn’t intend
giving up the St. I'rank’s yarns, and he is
guite pleased to have his “dial ” in the Old

HO says that a chap is too old to
read the Old Paper after he gets to

OUR READERY
PORTRAIT GALLERY

of the Third Form studies.

Fred Oates

and Seen By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Paper. I hope this will comfort some of the
readers who kid themselves that it's beneath
their dignity to read school stories after they
reach the ripe age of seventeen or cightcen.
It’s not a question of dignity at all. There's
no reason why school stories shouldn’t be read
by people of all ages, These yarns are
especially written for boys, and if it comes
to that, clockwork trains are especially made
for boys. But just as fathers read the Old
Paper, so do fathers play with their sons’
clockwork trains—and take a gleeful delight
in doing it, too. You ought to sec me some-
times |
* * »*

NE day last week 1
O had to destroy a per-
fectly good plus-four
suit. As it happened,
I had been round the St
Frank’s Golf Links with Mr.
Pagett, and when I came back
I happened to look into c-nif.-.
b
wasn't Willy Handforth’s,
although he was there. Some
of those young beggars of fags
had manufactured an extra-
ordinarily effective  stink
R bomb. Willy had heard wind
e of it, and was trying o
smother it before it went off.
Willy i1s more in favour of a
direct punch than that sort of
thing. Unfortunately the beastly thing let
itself loose while T was in the study, and 1
don’t remember much about getting out. But
I do know that I was compelled to take an
immediate bath and to berrow some clothes
from the lead, and have my own togs
destroyed. How the dickens these youngsters
manufacture these bombs 13 a mystery to me.
Never in my life have I smelt such an ap-
palling cdour. And that reminds me tha:
Edward Wood, of Peterborough, has actually
asked me how to make stink bombs! Iven
if T knew I wouldn’t tell him. No, sir! In
fact, after my experience of last week, I'm
convinced that stink bombs should be banned !
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him how he managed to get hold of

that mango I found him eating some

weeks ago. J, Plowman, of Glasgow,
tells me that the mango fruit has never been
successfully imported to England, the fruit
being rotten by the time it arrived. Not
being & mango expert, I can’t say whether
this is accurate or not, All I know is that
Willy assures me that he got the fruit from
a ship’s officer—in Swanseca, I think, while
the school was on tour, Derhaps this officer
had a special way of his own for preserving
the fruit, or perhaps he had a kind of
forcing-house on board. Anyhow, the fruit
was quite all right when I saw it. If that
ship’s officer really has discovered a method
of bringing the mango to Lngland in good
shape he ought to make a fortune. DBut per-
haps he couldn’t ship them in quantities,
The one he gave Willy may huve been just
an isolated case,

BY the way, talking about Willy, I asked

w )

ESLIE A. THOMPSON, of LEnfield,
I asks me if the fellows have any gym-
nastics at St. Frank's, Well, what’s

the gymnasium for? He wants to
know who the gym master is. As a matter
of fact, this gentleman’s name is Mr. Arthur
Blake, and he is a gymnast and athlete of
remarkable distinction., Now 1 suppose 1
shall get heaps of letters asking me why on
carth the gym master hasn't been referred to
in the stories. In order to forvestall such
letters, I might as well say at once that
nothing of any real interest has happened in
the gym-—nothing that I thought worth
recording. Neither has Mr, Blake appeared
in any incident which required me to
mention his name. Sooner or later I expect
he’'ll figure in the yarns—but only when
necessary. In the old days the gym duties
were superintended by Mr. Harold Clifford,
the sports master. But Mr. Clifford left St.
Frank’s a good while ago, and some of the
prefects, I think, took it in turns to shoulder
his duties until the advent of Mr. Blake.
While I'm on this subject I'd better state
frankly that there are all sorts of people
at St. Frank’s—pcople who have been there
for years, including heaps of boys—who have
never even been mentioned. I'or example,
there’s Mrs. Carr, the matron of the West
House, and Rodgers, the West House page-
boy, and Mr, Simpson, the chemistry master,
‘and Mr. Grayle, the maths expert, People
like these aren’t mentioned simply because
there's hardly ever an occasion when they are
connected with the events which I relate
about the boys. There are lots of people at
St, Frank's like this.

F 'l *

NOW I hope I shan’t get requests from

enthusiasts urging me to tell them
the full and complete personnel of
the school, including all these masters
and prefeets, and seniors and juniors, and
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domestic servants and grooms, and chauffeurs
and gardeners and porters, ete., ete., who live
at St. I'rank’s, and bave their daily round
the same as everybody else. It would be
altogether too much of a task for me to drag
such people into the stories merely for the
sake of mentioning them, But let me assure
you they are there, and that St, IFrank’s i3
a really big school. How often have I
mentioned Mrs, IHake, in the school shop?
Yet on busy days Murs, Hake has two assist-
ants in her shop, serving as hard as they can
go. 1 haven’t mentioned the names of theso
assistants, because I don't even know them
myself, and they certainly don’t matter. But
if Handforth, say, suddenly fell in love with
a new assistant that Mrs. Hake might happen
to get, she wouldn't be in the school ten
minutes before her name would come out.
Perhaps you readers don't know that Josh
Cuttle is the head porter? He's always been
referred to as the porter. Actually, he's got
threec men under him. I could go on lika
this for a long time, but I think it's time I

changed the subject,
I ing a big interest in speed cars, It's
quite a fever nowadays. Having had a
taste of spced in his powerful racing totor-
boat, Dorrie now has some idea of going all
out to break Major Segrave's Daytona Beach
land spced record. This ought to please
Thomas I, Rex, of Svduoey, who even
suggests that Dorric might figure in a special
speed car story, In any ease, whether Dorric

* ' * ]
UNDERSTAND that old Daorrie—in

other words. Lord Dorrimore—is show-

{ goes in for 1t or not, the race couldn't come

off until some time next year. Dorrie was
a bit secretive about it when I spoke to him,
but I'm pretty certain that he is spending
many thousands of pounds on a specially
designed car.

* 1 3 %
NOTIHER Australian reader, Peter H.
e Samsom, of Prospect, South
Australia, asks me to mention the

studics of a whole list of juniors, and
he wants the Christian names of another list
of juniors, too. He's not the only one, of
course, who makes requests of this sort, and
if I were to reply in full in these columns,
they would be packed with nothing else but
lists of names and studies. This is where the
Questionnaire comes in., Evervbody who
wants to lknow the occupants of studies, and
Christian names, and all sorts of general
information about St. Irank's, need only
study the Questionnaire, and all these details
will be supplied. That’s what the Question-
naire is for. It mayv be a few weeks before
the certain information that any rertain
reader requires is given, but T am sure
nobody will mind this.

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
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Here’s Another Exciting Instalment of our Grand New Adventure Serial, Chums !

ISLAND CASTAWAYS/

AB/ARTHUR S.HARDY

(Introduction on page 38.)

Tom's Dream! boy, and with Sellwood and Eva helping himn
he managed to richt the boat.
¢t gy EXPECT,” said Eva as she looked at Sho was partly filled with sand, and where
I the name on the boat, ‘‘dad had Captain | she had lain they found a single car which
Stanton lower that boat to pick us up, | had been thrown up with her, while to Tom’s
and she must have drifted away in the | delight her mast and sail were in her, safely
fog and the storm.” housed.

“I expeet that’s it,”’ said the boy, with a “1 say,” he cried excitedly, ‘‘it ought not
cheerfulness he did not feel; ‘“and maybe theo | to be difficult to repair that hole; and if we
yacht is very near us now. We'll have to | can make the boat seaworthy we need not
kecp a sharper look-out than ever after this.” | be tied to this island, Sellwood. V‘fe can o

- s cruising when the

i i Rl wenthe%:’s favourable,

alarmed. Ugly : : - :
thoughts crowded i Happily, Tom Perry and £Eva  and we need not wait

his mind. Supposing Jlanway bave seltled down on the for a steamer or a

P g i » : ,, . whaler to pass. ‘We
the yacht had been  gsland upon which they were cast in " and find one.”

torn from her anchor- ; b ot
age and wrecked upon  SUCD dramatic circumstances. And Bt Sellwoed

a coral shore? Would Ihen, one day, a ship appears 1m  showed no enthusiasm.

not that account for ' - ‘014~ ] ! Years of loneliness
the presence of the Sigbt’ @ Hysierious Zookmg S}sz' and self-communion
staved-in boat? He had so dulled his
knew now why the yacht had not come to |brain that he no longer craved the freedom
their rescue. he must once have longed for.

Something dreadful had happened. But| ‘“We can make the boat good,’” was all he
even if the ship had foundered there were | said.
plenty of lifeboats besides this one they bad | They hauled it higher up the beach where
found, and most if not all of the passengers | the sea could never reach it, and, resulvini

and crew must have been saved. to return to-morrow, made their way bac
All the same, it Jooked as if Eva and himself | home.

would have to stay upon their island in-| Often during the walk Eva looked at Tom.

definitely, She knew there was samething wrong, but

““Help me turn her over, Dave,”” said the ) she refused to harbour the disquieting
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thoughts that flashed across her mind. When
they were back at the hut she spoke to him,

“Tom, I believe you think the Esmeralda
has gone down,” she said.

““No,”” he protested vehemently. “I don't
really, but she may have been damaged in
that storm.”’

“The lifeboat could have got adrift without
an accident,’ she said. “‘Captain Stanton
would never be caught napping. I can’t
think any harm has come to the yacht, Towu.
It'’s odd she has not turned up, but she'll
come before long.”

“I'm sure she will,"” said Tom, with a
forced laugh. Then he left her and plunged
among the trees, .

He remembered again, appreheasively, that
great burning light they had seen far, far
away, which had grown brighter then faded,
and which they had believed to be an aurora.
That must surely have been the flickering
glare from a burning ship. And might not
that ship have been the yacht, Esmeralda?

Tom was stunned by the mere thought of
such a tragedy. He would not mind staying
on the coral island for a month or two, or
even longer, for his own part; but there was
Eva to think of. It would be no fun for a
girl. She was cultured, too, used to every
luxury. She had pluck, and might find it
amusing while the novelty of their forlorn
position lasted, but when that novelty wore
off —what then?

Tom was determined that he would make
seaworthy that small boat they had found as
soon as possible, and when she was ready he
would sail in search of aid.

As he wandered on with his head bowed
in thought, he came to a rising slope from
the top of which he was able to look over

L

1
l
1

fho sea, and the magnificence of the scene’

startled him.

A great bank of cloud of slatey-blue had
rolled up from nowhere. And far away, near
where the sun pierced through the horizon,
the very ocean seemed on fire. The glare
even at that great distance was almost blind-
ing.

i
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Tom fancied he could see the white sides
of the Ismeralda amid the paten of burniug
gold, and she was blazing from stemn to stern.

So vivid was the image he could see the
flames leaping high above her smoke stack,
dirtying the burnished copper, licking at the
bridge and the look-out cabin. He fancied
he could hear the sizala of the burning
enamel. ,

On the deck he could see Thornton Hanway
coolly marshalling the guests and assuring
them there was no danger. He could see the
disciplined crew swinging out the boats and
lowering them away.

Higher and higher roared the flames, send-
ing millions of sparks afloat upon the trail-
ing smoke,

Ile could see the men bending lustily to
their oars as they pulled the boats to a safer
distance from the sides of the doomed
Ezmeralda.

So real was the impression his mind had
conjured up, Tom could feel beads of perspira-
tion rolling down his cheeks. And yet he
shivered. He closed his eyes and looked
arain, but still the impression held.

He found himself wondering in a dull kind
of way why it was the seamen pulled so des-
perately, urging the lifeboats farther and
farther -away from the burning yacht at
racing speed.

Then he remembered that the Esmeraldx
was oil driven, that she had stored in her
thousands of gallons of fuel. And the fire
was eating its way to the great oil-tanks,

And then—when it reached them—what?

He looked at the golden glory below the
great black cloud, and as he looked the very
sca and sky seemed to open and let forth
one great blinding fash.

The oil tanks had blown up! The Esmeralda
Wwas no more,

Tom staggered a pace, went down upon
a rock, and, burving his face in his hands,
remained there motionless. The thing he had
dreamed was not an idle fancy, he knew.
He was certain, convinced beyond all doubt-
ing, that the yacht was lost!

is accompanied by
great anxietg
DANIEL KEMI
forgiven himaself.

comes a terrible storm.

boat lying on the beach.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS
THORNTON HANWAY, American millionaire and business magnate, is the owner of the wacht
Esmeralda, which is touring among a number of unknown islands in the Southern Pucific. He

EVA HANWAY, his preity daughter, and her chum,

TOM PERRY, a plucky, adventure-loving English boy.
GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong friend of Hanway's, is also on board,
on the yacht owing to the pilot,

H, having developed a sudden illness,
David Sellwood, had owned a small vessel, which traded in these parts.
cause of Sellwood losing his life—or so he thought—and since then the former hag never

; Sailing these sces once more has brought back old memories, and this
fact, combined with the heat, has turned his head,

island, and they set off in 4 small motor-boat named the Rogsita,
suddenly descends over the sea, and the boy and girl are unable to find the yacht,

The. motor-boat is swamped; Tom and Eva are plunged into the
mountainousg seas. and finally are cast upon an unknown island.
chums, Hanway's yacht {3 set on fire by Kemish,
island and find that it is inhabited by David Sellwood!
On it is the name Esmeralda!

(Now read on.)

IN BRIEF.

Tom's father,
At the moment there iz

In years past Dan and his partner,
Dan had been the

Tom and Eva decide to visit a nearby |
Without warning a sea-foy
Then

1 Later, unknown to the two
Meanwhile, Tom and Eva explore the
One day the three castaways see a
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While Tom gazed
out to sea, eagerly
watching the
progress of the
approaching ship,
David Sellwood
set light to the
beacon.
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A Disappeintment!
TUM made up his mind not to tell Eva

about the burning of the Esmeralda.

Girls are easily frightened, he believed,
and he had to keep her up to the seratch.
As he sat with fingers interlaced, staring
over the now sombre sca, he did not hear
her light step behind him, and it was not
antil she touched his arm and slid on to the
rock by his side that he knew she was there.

Something in his expression must have told
the girl that all was. not well.

“What 1s the matter, Tom?"’ che asked,
tremhling a little, while he marvelled at her
intuition.

“Nothing,” he answered, with assumed in-
difference; but she guesed, and her voice
throbhed when she spoke again.

“Tom, the KEsmeralda has

gone down—

~ that’s what you think.” Tears filled her eyes, |

i
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but she looked straight at him. ‘““Dad and
mother, they may be dead,”” she murmured
brokenly; ‘“but somehow I can’t believe that
they are.”

He caught her hands and held them tightly.

“Don’t think about it at all,”’ he wurged.
“It’s no use, and we may both be wrong.”’

“Shall we be able to get away in the little
boat ?’ she asked.

“We’ll try. We must mend her first.
Then we’ll see. But it was wonderful that
boat being thrown ashore to us like that,
Eva.”

“It’s the only one. I’'m glad it is the only
one,”” she said,

They sauntered slowly back to the hut, arm-
in-arm, talking lightly. They found Sellwood
seated at the door of the hut, with the sail
from the boat spread out about him. He was
busy mending rents in it with thread, made
of tangled weed, which was surprisingly
strong and suitable. The needle he used was

made of fishbone, and he handled this with
amazing dexterity,

The mast lay beside him, and this he had
trimmed with a sharp knife. David Sellwood,
Tom had discovered, was an exceedingly
capable man.

Early in the morning they all three went
to where the boat was beached, and Sellwood
set fo work at once to pateh it with wood,
which he pegged into position. -

0

The next day they launched the boat.
mast was stepped and the sail run up. The
blue sea was heaving sluggishly, and thero
was just sufficient wind to fill the sail,
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. As they sat side by side, Seollwood took the
tiller and steered, managing just as if he had
sailed a boat only yesterday. Keeping within
a hundred yards or so of the shore, they
satled with the wind. behind them, the boat
heeling slightly. Water began to seep in
at the patch, and presently Tom and Eva
}n*ere obliged to bail, but it only added to the
un,
The water gained very slowly through the
leak, and gurgled up and down as the boat
dipped her bows into the slight swell. There
was no danger, for the boat could be run
ashore at any time.
In between the bailing, Tom watched the
guarled and weatherbeaten face of the old
sallor, In Sellwood’s eyes a new light shone,
The brain, sluggish for so long, was begin-
ning to work actively, The lips, so tight set
as a rule amid the ragged bush of hair that
the man was forced to grow, curved a smile,
““I have never scen a light crazy boat
with the petrol engine such as you talked
about, lad,” he said to Tom, ‘“‘but I doubt
if it could ever beat a sailing boat like
this. She’d ride in any sea, and I'll caulk
that leak with clay s0’s she'll be watertight.
Miss, whenever you grow tired of our island,
and the weather’s favourable, I'll take you
to another one. Maybe we could find one
better and larger than this.”
Eva’s face brightened.
“I wish you would,” she cried. “‘I sup-
pose there are many islands near. We could
sail from one te another, couldn’t we "’
Tom knew that she was thiuking about her
father and mother, and all aboard the yacht.
She was hoping that they might find some of
them shipwrecked on one of the neighbour-
ing islands. It was possible, too, providing
they had not all perished in the explosion
tnat had destroyed the Esmeralda.
. He remembered when he had been on the

hill-top with the girl, staring across the sea
at that great, flickering glare. lle remem.
bered with a quiver of nerves how there had
been a sudden flash before the li%ht went out.
His vivid dream last night had shown him
the awful scene. The Esmeralda had blown
up, and unless all aboard had taken to the
boats before the oil tanks exploded, there
would be no survivors,

He forced a cheery smile when he saw
that the girl was looking at him curiously.
He started telling Sellwood of the amazing
things that-were done on the earth, in the
water, and in the air by the use of the
petrol-driven engine.

They spent the whole of the day in making
the circuit of the island, letting down tho
sail and riding easily on the rocking sea while
they ate the bread and fruit they had brought
with them, and drank fresh water from their
bottles.

Sellwood timed their return so nicely that
the. starting point came into view perhaps an
hour before sundown. They ran the boat in
to the beach to see whether any other treasures
had been thrown up by the sea, but met with
disappointment.

i
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Continuing their voyage with a freshening
wind behind them, they ran the boat into
the sheltered lagoon and drew her up high
on the sand, Shouldering the mast and sail,
and striding on with giant steps, Sellwood

led the way back to the hut, where the three

of them lazily finished the evening’s meal
just before the sun sank down and night came
with a glory of stars and a gentle cooling
vreeze.

~ From that day Tom noticed a great change
in David Sellwood, The man became com-
municative, more friendly, more human; he
told them tales of his voyages in search of
sperm whale which thrilled them. Then he
went on to speak of Daniel Kemish, his old
partner, and later, pilot aboard Thorntou
Hanway's ill-fated yacht.

“Dan was as grand a seaman as ever
stepped aboard a whaler,”" he stated, “but
that last voyage I took with him he would
not leave the drink alone., And he sailed
the ship till the end of her time, and steered
her safe back into port with a cargoe worth
a fortune, you say? Well, well, Dan must
have pulled himself together somehow.,”

Sellwood frowned down at the ground.

“And he paid off the crew and sold the
ship?'’ he went on musingly. ““I'm not sur-
prised, for Dan was very fond of me.”" His
blue-grev eyes, no longer dulled with illness,
sought Tom’s. “Dan came out as pilot
aboard your yacht, young sir,”’ he said, “‘to
try and find me, I'm sure of it."”

The days that followed that first sail in the
boat remained wonderfully fine, and the three
castaways found life on the island agreeable
enough.

The change in Eva was marvellous. She
would accompany Tom in their exploration
rambles tirclessly. She could run like the
wind and was never weary. Her hair grew
long till it tumbled about her shoulders, and
Tom often teased her about it, contrasting it
with the Eton crop she had favoured at home.
She did not mind.

Dave Sellwood had fashioned a mirror for
her out of the 1lid of a biscuit-tin he
had found on the shore, which he polished
until she could see a somewhat distorted re-
flection in it; and then, of course, there was
the lagoon, a natural looking-glass for her
to peep into.

Sellwood cut her a comb out of a piece of
solid wood with his precious knife, and made
another coarser one for his own use, So he
kept his hair and beard in order, abandoning
hiz former and primitive method of burning
the hair by fire.

And day by day the huge pile of wood that
formed the beacon grew taller, broader, It
was there for them to light whenever a ship
appeared.

There was another change in Sellwood,
too; he wanted to get back to civilisation,

The leak in the sailing boat was caulked so
that no water filtered in. Then at last came
a day with a favourable wind that would
not only enable them to make a quick
journey to the distant island, but should help
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them on their return so that they could be |
i Sellwood.

‘back again by sundown if they so desired it.
" At daybreak they carried the food and
water they would need down to the lagoon,

and pushed the boat into the turquolse
waters. While Tom and Iva sat and

watched, Secllwood icok the oar and deftly
worked the boat out to the bar of the coral
récf and over it to the open sea.

_There the boat caught the wind, and, run-
“iiing' up the sail, 'Lom cleeted it home. Dip-
ying ‘into the swell and spurning foam from
‘Her ‘stout 'nose, the boat sped onward.
“Ma'gidally the shore receded until Tom mar-
velled to think their island was so small. The
coco-nut palms that fringed it were dwarled
to nothingness. Bonfire Hill, as Tom called
the place where the huge beacon had been
erected, peeped like a tiny cone above the
trees, and of their wood pile they could see
nothing at all.

All around- themn streteched the great blue
ocean, and- the island for which they were
heading was hidden from view,

Smaller and smaller stiil their island grew,
and at last they could make out a sweep of
low-lying, shadowy grey land far ahead of
them.

For an hour or more after they had sighted
it, it looked the same. But scon they could
make out a few details, and to their disap-
pointment they saw it was a barren land.
Not one tree was there. Though the coral
mass rose steeply up in places, there was
scarcely a sign of vegetation upon it, and the
only living things there were the seabirds
that fringed the shore in thousands.

It seemed almost a wise thing to turn back,
but none of them liked making the long
journey for nothing, and so they sailed tae
boat into a sheltered place and beached ner
there.

- As they advanced birds rose screaming ints
the air and circled about them, There was
sand in plenty upon the beach, and a deposit
of earth that lay deep upon the coral base.
Some day, Tom supposed, flowers and grass
“and trees would spring up until at last it
would form such another paradise as their
own island.

But. it was useless staying there.  Their
exploration discovered for them nothing worth
while. Taking to the bout again, the three
adventurers suiled round the shore and then
started homeward. On the return journey
David Sellwood steered another course.
There was plenty of time, and besides, he
vowed there would be little difficulty In
steering the boat on a true course for home
by the help of the moon and the stars.

“If you can see the pole star, boy,”” said
the old sea captain enthusiastically, ‘““you can
steer a course anywhere.”’

All day long they sailed, and during the
return journey sighted other islands to star-
board. These ielands were far away and of
considerable size. They rose higher out of
the ocean than the barren coral reef just
visited by the three castaways, and they
were covered with a luxuriant vegetation. -
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“They’re more like what we want,” said
“We'll get along to them soon
and explore, Maybe they’ll prove worth a
visit,”’

Before the boat had returned safely to the
lagoon night came. Then the wind dropped,
there being scarcely breeze enough to fill the
sail, The swell died down. Socon they were
sailing on an even keel beneath the star-
spangled sky. Then the moon rose to flood
sea and land with shimmering silver. About
the boat Hashed streaks of phosphorescence
that lent to the scene a wonderful beauty.

The palms showed black against the silver
sky, and as Sellwood sent the boat gliding
lazily into the lagoon, tho water lay around .
them like a sheet of burnished metal. The
entrancing picture made amends for the dis-
appointment of their voyage, and as they
trailed their way along the footpath to the
hut, their tired evelids drooped heavily with
sleep.

Tom had scarcely stretched his length upon
the bed of grass he had made for himself than
he was away in the land of forgetfulness.

“ Look! There's a Shipl”

OR days after their visit to the distant
F island it rained.  That glorious
tropical night was merely the pre-
cursor of a wet period which seemed
ag if it would never end. Day after day the
sheeting rain confined the three castaways to
the shelter of the hut, and only now and
then did the sun peep out shamefacedly from
the flying clouds. |

David Sellwood rclapsed into one of his
moody brooding fits and hung about the hut
listlessly.

Sometimes Tom and Kva would go out and
face the rain, but (hty were soon driven to
shelter again. Onecc they went down to the
Point to find the L+ akers tumbling in a roar
upon the strand. Dcbris was heaped up high
above the previous water-line, but they did
not examine it.

Seaward, the occun was heaving in a great
turmoil. But in the lagoon, when they went
to it, the waters were calm. Their boat lay
safely on the sand where they had left i,
ready for a visit to one of the other islands
the moment the storm weather dispersed,

One day, when the rain had abated for a
spell, Tom and kEva climbed up to Bonfire
Hill. 'Their wood pile stood just as it had
been before the bad weather broke. Thrust-
ing his hand into one of the draught holes
they had made, and which was stuffed with
shavings and dried grass, Tom found it
tinder dry despite the rain. It needed but a
touch of flame to set the great signal stack
alight.

At last, as suddenly as the bad weather
had come, a fine spell succeeded it, and the
island took on an even more entrancing
beauty.

The day after the rairr ccased Tom, Kva,
and Sellwood laid their plans. In the morn-
ing, should the weather prove fair and the

(Continued on page 44.)s
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F; ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 113.
i SECTION READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,
I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST, FRANK'S LEAGUE,
E and to qualify for all such beunefits and privileges as are offered to Members
o: the League. I hereby declare that I have introduced “THE NELSON
; LEE LIBRARY * and THE S8ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader,
whose signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto.
Will you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the
Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.
SECTION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Member No...... (give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to- certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me ......... (8tate number of
- introductions up to date) Introductions to my credit,

SECTION NEW READER’S DECLARATION,
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of Introducer)
C i.liiii‘l'llill"iiII.."Il“-II.ill.ﬁil'.l#l""‘“.l-lli.l tu t\‘hi! l-&-iue ﬁr “ THE NELSUK LEE
LIBRARY.”
{FULL NLME}HHI-u--uti-"*"-i-- AR 111, T Ll T T e R T
_(ADDRESS}H& --------- Il L T LT O e e e e L
INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-
hership. Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies of this wecek’s issue of
THE NELSON LER LIBRARY. On one of the forms
feave in Section A, crossing out Sectlons B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for
your new rteader, who fllls In Section C, crosses
out Sections A and BB, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and scut to the Chilef Officer,
The St. Frank's League, ¢/o0 THE NELSON LEE
Lispary, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It will be
necessary for you to obtain six new readers for
this award, For each new reader TWO complete
forms, bearing the same number, are needed.
On one of the forms flll in Section B, crossing
out Sectlons A and C, and write your name and
address at bottom of form. The other form
i3 for your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses out Sections A and B, and writes his
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name and address at the bottom of the form.
Now pin both formns together and send them to
the Chief Officer, as above. One new reader will
then be registercd against your name, and when
six new readers have been registered you will be
sent the 8St. Frank's I.eague Dbronze medal.
There is nothing to preveat you from sending in
forms for two or more pew readers at once,
providing that each pair of forms bears the same
date and number.

Bronze medallizts wishing to qualify for the
silver medals can apply In the saimme way as for
the bronze medal, fllling in Section B. Every
introduction theyv make will be credited to them,
so that when they have sccured the requisite
number of readers they can exchange their bronze
medal for a sliver one. :

These Application Forms can be posted for
id., providing the envelope is not sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

You can write to fellow members living at
!éomel or in the most distant outposts of the
mpire,
ou are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependenciea.
If you want to form a sports or soclal elub,

League.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

you can do s0 amongst local members of the J
pre

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, hiking, or camping.

You can qualify Jor tha various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

It you want help or Information on any
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready to asslst you.

NOTICE.,

The St. Frank's League has now attained such proportions that we are compelled to dizcontinue

the offer of gold medals in connection therewith.

The silver and bronze medals will still be avail-

able, however, as heretofore, to those who quallly for them {n accordance with the rules,
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How to Keep Fit!
UNDERWOOD, of Kettering,
me for advice on this subject.

as It iz likely to Interest heaps
of other readers, I wropose to doal

with it briedy in these columns this week.
Tue essenual factor In keeping Hir 1z exer-
eise. Bur wot oo inueh, mmind vou. Over. |

exercise Is pernaps even more hurmial than
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Here's his address 1 you wani lo
write o haim: The Chie] Officer, The
Melson Lee Library, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

And
breath-
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wind

resnlt In serious
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don't forget to make a point of doing

CONEeLqUeTces,

after every
mprove tne

and
will
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This

INZ exercises
ing's training,
enormonsiy.
Have anv of vou ever wied a fruit break
fast ?
It's A1, and will do you a world of good.
You don't want to mix the fruit, however;

tou Uttle, for it stra‘nz don’t start with an ap.
chee constitation. . ) nle, following up witk
Take things zent.y THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER ATl Orange and 1
asily whan sl aud finishing
Y E-‘;'.'l_'f} i " '.!_:'_: Dean Curer Orricrr, —{l s indeed a grea! . '“f‘i [mrlih'?_:"‘
youre arst startng pleasure o wreite 1y you, 1 have only been a member Witil some  grapes.
your coutrse ol train of the St. Frank's League for about two months, bu! Mike a meal of one ot
ing, eraduaily inereas- [ think | am as keen a supporter as these who have those fruits only.
ing the progratne as ‘f’”{*}”f“,d ‘9 —'r”_’ gears. . Pastries  and  any-
voit Become hardered It the shor: time of my membership 1 have persuaded thing “‘heavy ™ in the
S I Gfean onz of muy r".-m:< to join, and I'm going (s lry and gel faod 1id. BE  oBOBSH
@k JUCL, more to do the same ; not for the meduals awarded i oy = T

“Early to ped and
eariv to rize, Make
that your :molte, azd

pariicularly, hut because | feel it my duty to get them
ta read the Fncst book of its kind published, and to
bring {9 their nofice the splendid organisa‘ion which

should be avoided by
all would-be fit "uns,

1 2 E s o ale it runs.

4 3'. 'l. }I‘j1l,l,. k{‘.}'.T.' ;",.‘{:- The work which the League does all over the world He wasnt-s; t? be a
e 8 W HRDEES L0 i« a greal help to the boys of England, for not onlu e,

Dreathnmg EXeLeIsas. does it enable them fto correspond with members of H 1 inimuam
After this o b | other countries, but it helps them to learn about those age lor juinmg
bit  of bending and countrics, the Roval Navy
ETI'L*['_'}]iHL:‘.. fIJ:: }"-1'}"."'[ ?-E'{' molla !‘)j th‘ Lr:agut' s el I’II"J'J‘!J&?F' [‘J'L'Jl'.t o i,‘ “.Il‘“;"E]”- '[‘hiﬂ i-“‘* 1“
by more breathing the PRI reply to \W. E, Hall,
eXCrCises, Cheerio and good luch ! of Folkestone, At

Then zo for a bri-k

wulk in  the fresh .
earle - morning air (Far thes inicresting letter, Edward A. Blackburn
]'3‘ 'l 1_ iy b‘l::t'lk‘:d _t' has been ewarded a wseful pocket wallet.)

AU o idast, "

feeling as hungry as
a hunter, and then off to school or business.
Do thizs for a ititle waile, and vou'll soon
be feeling as fit as the proverbial fiddle.
Skipping iz an excellent exercise, which [
strongly recommend; and how about going
for a trot instead of a walk sometimes? Be
sure to have a rub down when you return
from a run, however. Failure to do this

(Signed) Ebpwazro A. BLACKBURN i.?.F.fl.

present my corrvespon-
dent iz working on a
farm, but this sort of
work does not appeal
to him. He wants 1o

0648).

In'l'-ﬂ .

join the Navy.

If my chum wants full particulars on this
subject I should advise him to apply for the
official handbook. ““How to Join the Navv,”
which can be obtained from any post-office.

THE CHIEF OFFICER.

All members of the St Frank’s Luﬁua are invited to send to the Chief Officer lettors ot interest annurnln}

the League.

ue. The most interesting wi
or penknives.

be published week by week, and tha senders will receive pocket wallets
It you don’t belong to the League, join immediatel
opposite page.

y by filling in the form which appears on the
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GROSE'’S, LUDGATE CIRCUS, LONDON

for CANADA, AUSTRALLA, and NEW ZEALAND.
Farm (rammg, outht, assisted  passazes provided,
The Salvabion Army Mtp:. in Ltouch with boyvs after
settlement in the Doiminions, Specml op ortumtg to
go to New Zealand., S.& “TAINUL" lp December
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nai.
. D

tories (Dpt. AP), Colwyn Bay, Wales, (5. 1902
worth elicap Photo” Material aofd Films,
£ 2!000 Sar -ll-- catalogue free,

=12 v lO4ularge.
ert,aoy photy, 8d.--Hacketts, July Rd., Liverpool,

All applications for Advartlumant uﬂacus In thls pub-
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